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MARSHAL SOULT, DUKE OF DALMATIA. 


N the precedin, is a portrait, and un- 
der the head of nt Deaths, in another 


part of this magazine, is a sketch of the his-| Z 


tory of Nicnotas Jean-pe-Diev Sovtr, ‘the 
last of the great Marshals created by the Em- 
peror Napoleon. He was unquestionably 
sessed of extraordinary abilities, fitting him 
for eminence in many and diverse capacities, 
but it cannot be said that he was of the first 
rank of illustrious generals, as the world has 
been led to suppose, chiefly by the masterly 
but partial delineations of his career in the 
Peninsula by General Napier. He had a gen- 
ius for war which qualitied him for eve 
sition in connection with it but that of lead- 
er in the field. The subtle and irreversible 
decisions of Napoleon followed his astonish- 
ingly quick apprehensions of facts, as suddenly 
as the thunderbolt follows lightning; but 
Soult, profoundly familiar with all the arts of 
war, and surpassing any of the great com- 
manders with whom he was associated except 
only his chief, in the wisdom of his judgments, 
was yet so slow in his intellectual operations, 
so destitute of the enthusiasm, passion, and 
fire, which in high circumstance give an al- 
most miracylous activity to the minds of the 
first order of men, that he could never have 
entitled himself to all the precedences he has 
received in history. Napoleon understood 
him, and in a few pregnant words addressed 
to O’Meara, gave that measure of his charac- 
ter which will be adopted as the final opin- 
ion of the world. “ He is,” said Napoleon, 
“an excellent minister at war, or major- 
general of an army, one who knows much 
better how to manage an army than to com- 
mand in chief.” 

The course of Soult as a citizen, a legisla- 
tor, and a minister, was not one upon which 
his best biographers will linger with much 
satisfaction. The glory he had achieved as 
one of the lieutenants of Napoleon, in that 
turbulent and grand career which has no 

rallel for interest or importance in human 

1istory, was his only claim to distinction in 
politics. His master had an ambition as fair 
in its proportions as it was vast in its extent, 
and brought to every purpose the same forces 
of character and preternatural energy of in- 
telligence; but Soult had no love for civil 
duties, but little capacity for them, and he 
accepted place as a gratification of vanity or 
a means of success in mercenary aims. We 
see in all his private and political life “the 
soilure of his revolutionary origin,”—proofs 
that he loved money and power far more than 
he loved honor, and himself far more than his 
country or mankind. 

The last of the imperial marshals, the last 





of that gigantic race who filled the world with 
ared glory like the gloom which will precede | 
the judgment, closed his stormy. life peace- | 
fully in the place where he was born, and | 
thence was borne to the Invalides, to “ sleep | 
well” with his old companions.” 


THE HOMES OF COWLEY AND FOx. 
E have in the iast Art Journal another of 


the pleasant gossipping Pilgrimages to 
ng li ines, by-Mrs. 8. ©. Hatt, and the 
following abridgement of it will please all who 
have perused the previous papers of the series, 
In Chertsey and its neighborhood are memo- 
rials of some of the noblest men of England, 


ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
CHERTSEY AND ITS FAMOUS CHARACTERS, 

The county of Surrey is rich to overflowing 
in memories, both of persons and events, and 
the little quaint and quiet town of Chertsey 
could tell of the gorgeous and gloomy past as 
much as many of its ancient neighbors withina 
day’sdrive of thecity. Had itsold abbey stones 
but tongues, how they could discourse of years 
when a visit to Chertsey was an undertaking; 
though now the distance is but half an hour. 

Nowhere within twenty miles of London 
does the Thames appear more queenly, or 
sweep with greater grace through its fertile 
dominions, than it does at Chertsey. It is, 
indeed, delightful to stand on the bridge in 
the glowing sunset of a summer evening, and 
turning from the refreshing green of the 
Shepperton Range, look into the deep clear 
blue of the flowing river, while the murmur 
of the waters rushing through Laleham Lock 
give a sort of spirit music to the scene. On 
the right, as you leave Chertsey, the river 
bends gracefully towards the double bridge of 
Walton, and to the left, it undulates smoothly 
along, having passed Runnymede and Staines, 
while the almost conical hill of St. Anne’s at- 
tracts attention by its abrupt and singular form 
when viewed from the vale of the Thames. 

About a mile, on the Walton side, from our 
favorite bridge (Old Camden tells us so), is the 
spot where Cwsar crossed the Thames. Were 
the peasantry as imaginative as their brethren 
of Killarney, what legends would have grown 
out of this tradition; how often would the 
“noblest Roman of them all” have been seen 
by the pale moonlight leading his steed over 
the waters of the rapid river—how many 


| would have heard Cassivelaunus himself dur- 
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ing the stillness of some particular Midsummer 
night goon at the rude defence which can 
ill be beneath the blue waters of the 
Thames. What hosts of pale and ghastly 
spectres would have risen from those tran- 
= banks, and from the deepest hollows of 
e rushing current, and—like the Huns, who 
almost live on the inspired canvas of Kaul 
bach,—fonght their last earthly ' 
and again, in the spirit-world, amid the 
But ours is no region of romance; even rem- 
nants of history, which go beyond the com- 
monest capacity, are rejected as dreams, or 
put aside as legends. But history has enough 


to tell to interest us all; and we may be sat 


isfied with the abundant enjoyment we have 
in delicious rambles through the lanes and 
up the hills, along the fair river’s banks, and 
among the many traditional ruins of ancient 
and beautiful Surrey. . 

Never was desolation more complete than 
in the ruin of the Mitred Abbey of Chertsey; 
hardly one stone remains above another to 
tell where this stately edifice—since the far- 
away year 664—grew and flourished, lording 
it with imperial sway over, not only the sur- 
rounding villages, but extending its paternal 
wings into Middlesex and even as faras London. 
The abbey was of the Benedictine order, and 
founded, almost as soon as the Saxons were 
converted from Paganism ; but it was finish- 
ed and chiefly endowed by Frithwald, Earl of 
Surrey. The endowment prospered rarely ; 
the establishment increased in the reputation 
of wealth and sanctity; that it was “thickly 
populated” is certain, for when the abbey was 
sacked and burnt by the Danes, in the ninth 
century, the abbot, and ninety monks, were 
barbarously murdered by the invaders. 

Standing upon the site of their now obli- 
terated cloisters and towers, their aisles and 
dormitories, cells and confessionals, seeing 
nothing but the dank, damp grass, and the 
tracings of the fish-ponds—stagnant pools in 
our day—it is almost impossible to realize the 
onslaught of these wild barbarians panting 
for plunder, the earnest defence of men who 
fought (the monks of old could wield either 
sword or crosier) for life or death, the terri- 
ble destraction, the treasures and relics, and 
painted glass, and monuments, the plunder of 
the secret almerys, the intoxicated triumph 
of those rude northern hordes let loose in our 
fair and lovely island; what scenes of sav- 
poate where now the jackdaw builds, and 
the blackbird whistles, and the wild water- 


rat plays with her brood amongst the tangled 
weeds 
The fierce sea-kings being driven back to 
King Badge 


their frozen land, r, willing to 
serve God after the fashion of his times, re- 
founded the Abbey of Ohertsey, dedicating it 
to St. Peter, and vying ‘with Pope Alexander 
In augmenting its privileges and its wealth. 
Some of the abbots took great interest in 
home improvements, planting woods, con- 
ducting streams, enlarging ponds—building, 





now a mill, now a dove-cot, according to the 
xd 4 the hey or tier own fanc % 
enry I. gran em permission to kee} 
that, according to the old chetaiik 
they might take “ hare, fox, and cats.” King 
Jobn, in the first year of his reign, gave them 
apie confirmation of all their privileges, 
which, it would seem, they had somewhat 
for we find that the sovereign seized 
eir manors of Egham and “ Torp ” (Thorp) 


on account of a servant of the abbot’s havin 


killed “H de Torp.” Oh, rare “ol 
times!” abbot was mulcted in a heavy 
fine. Then, while Bartholomew de Winches- 
ter was abbot, from 1272 until 1307, during 
the reign of our first Edward, complaints were 
made to Pope Gregory X. that the posses- 
owe ke the aro were ig? gues to civilians 

whereupon the pope issued a 
bull pe sore such grants to be revoked. 

It is worthy of note, that the Chertsey mo- 

sheltered, for a time, the remains of 
the pious, but unfortunate, Henry VI. 

Pale estes of the house of Laxcaster* 
And the reader of Shakespeare will recall the 
scene in which Richard meets the Lady Anne 
on her way to Chertsey with her husband’s 
body. This poor king’s remains had a claim to 
be well received by the monks of Chertsey Ab- 
bey, for he had granted to the abbot the pri- 
vilege of holding a fair on St. Anne’s-hill, 
then called Mount Eldebury, on the feast of 
St. Anne’s (the 26th of J ay): the fair has 
changed its time and quarters as well as its 
patron, and is held in the town on the 6th of 
August, and called Black Cherry Fair. Man- 
ning, in his history of Surrey, says, that the 
tolls of this fair were taken by the abbot, and 
are now taken by the owner of the site of the 
Abbey House; thus the memory of King Henrv 
VI. is commemorated in the town of Chert- 
sey to this day, by the sale of black cherries 
in the harvest month of August! 

Centuries passed over those magnificent 
abbeys, whose ruins in many places add so 
much beauty to our fertile landscapes; they 
grew and grew, and added acre to acre, and 
stone to stone, and knowledge to knowledge; 
but most they cherished the knowledge which 
blazed like a lamp under a bushel, and kept 
all but themselves in darkness; they preach- 
ed no freedom in Christ to the Christian 
world, they abolished no'serfdom, they taught 
no liberty, they enslaved even those who in 
their turn enslaved their “ born thralls,” and 
saw no evil in it. Oh, rare old times! Bet- 
ter is it for us that the site of Chertsey Ab- 
bey should be scarcely traceable now-a-days 
than that it should be as it was, with its proud 
pageants and pent-up learning!—Yet we have 
neither sympathy nor respect for that foul 
king, who, to serve his own carnal te aoe 
overthrew the very faith which had hallowed 
his throne. But he did not attack and storm 
the Abbey of Chertsey, as he did other reli- 
gious houses. He came to them, this Eighth 
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Harry, with a fair show of kindness, sa: 


ying 
that ‘‘ to the honor of God, and for the health 


of his soul, he pro and most nobly in- 
tended to refound the late Monastery, Priory, 
or Abbey of Bisham in Berks, and to incor- 
porate and establish the Abbot and Convent 
of Chertsey, as Abbot and Convent of Bish- 
am, and to endow them with all the Manors 
late belonging to Bisham.” How the then 
Abbot John Cordrey, and his brethren, must 
have shivered at the conditions; how they 
must have grieved at quitting their cherish- 
ed home, their stews and fish-ponds, their 
tich meadows of Thorpe,-overlooked by the 
woods of Eldebury hill, their nursing ground 
where their calves and young lambs were 
stowed in luxurious yy f in the pleasant farm 
of Simple Marsh at Addlestone! 

But their star was setting, and they were 
forced ta “ give, sell, grant and confirm, to the 
king their house and all manors belonging to 

em 


The total destruction of the Abbey must 
have amazed the whole country. An earth- 
quake could hardly have obliterated it more 
entirely. Aubrey, writing in the year 1678, 
says “of this t Abbey, scarce any thing 
of the old building remains, except the out 
nes erat Pam of this ruin is built 7 

ouse,’ which is now in possession o 
Sir Nicholas Carew, master of the Buck- 
hounds.” Dr. Stukeley alludes to this house, 
in a letter written in 1752; he speaks of the 
inveterate destruction, and of “the gardener” 





saw the remains of the church of the Abbey. 
He says the “east end reached up to an arti- 
ficial mount along the garden wall; that 
mount and all the terraces of the pleasure 
garden, to the back front of the house, are 
entirely made up of the sacred rudera or rub- 
bish of continual devastations. Bones of ab- 
bots, monks, and great personages, who were 
buried in large numbers in the church and 
cloisters which lay on the south side of the 
church, were spread thick all over the gar- 
den, 80 that one may pick up whole handsfull 
A them every where amongst the garden stuff.” 
rayley mentions in his pleasant History of 
Surrey, that this artificial mount was level- 
led in 1810, and its materials employed to fill 
up a pond. Many human skulls and bones 
were found intermixed with the chalk and 
mortar of which it had been formed. Frag- 
ments of old tiles were also frequently found. 
and are still sometimes turned up. No trace 
even of the “Abbey house” is left; it was 
purchased in 1809 by a stock-broker, who in 
the following year sold the materials—and so 
ends the great monastic history of Chertsey. 
Where are now its spiritualities in Surrey ?— 
its temporalities in Berkshire and Hampshire! 
—its revenues of Stanwell, and rents of as- 
size?—its spiritualities in Cardiganshire! 
Alas! they have left no sign, except on the yel- 
low parchment—of rare valueto the antiquary. 
ose who desire, like ourselves, to inves- 
tigate what tradition has sanctified, will do 
well to turn down a lane beyond Chertsey 


carrying him through a “court” where he | Church, which leads directly to the Abbey 
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bri and there, amid tangled hedge rows 
vp ae stands the fragment of an arch, 
partly built up, and so to say, disfigured by 
rick-work, and an old wall, both evidently 
portions of the Abbey. In thé wall are a 
t a. of val Seteabhen alin ae 
stones,” & i ‘ 
seem by fire. Layers of tiles wre 
inserted in this wall, and where the cement 
has dropped away they can be distinotly 
traced; there is also an ivy, very aged in- 
deed ; it is so knotted and thick that it seems 
to grow through the stones, the soil has so 
evidently encroached on the wall that it is 
most probably rooted at the foundation. The 
pleasant market en of Mr. Roake covers 
the actual ground on which the Abbey stood. 
The workmen frequently turn up broken tiles 
and human bones, and is no doubt that 
by digging deeper much would be discovered 
that might elucidate the history of the past. 
At the farther end of the market garden a 
vault has been discovered which is of consid- 
erable length and breadth; but the water 





rises so high in it (except after a long conti- 
nuance of me weather has sealed the land 
springs) that it is impossible to get to the end 
without wading. An enormous quantity of 
richly-colored and decorated encaustic tiles 
have been found here; some are preserved in 
our local museum. But the most interesting 
remains in this place are the “ stews,” or fish- 
ponds, which run parallel to each other like 
the bars of a gridiron; these ponds do not 
communicate one with the other, nor has the 


meadows aah 


have planted 
saints on fhe 


“THE GOLDEN GROVE.” 


Herring, is a model of neatness, almost conceal- 
ed by its roses and carefully tended shrubs. 
We wandered from orchard to orchard, amid 
the trees and over the uneven ground; all 
was so still and lonely that it required the 
suggestions of an active imagination to be- 
lieve it had ever been the scene of contention 
by flood and field. From the Abbey Bridge 
the richness of the meadow scenery is ex- 
ceedingly refreshing, the grass is deep and 
verdant, as it cannot fail to be, lying so low, 
and fertilized by perpetual moisture. 

During their wide-spreading magnificence, 
the abbots of Chertsey erected a picturesque 
chapel on the lovely hill of St. Anne: this 
was done somewhat about the year 1834. 
Orleton, Bishop of Winchester, ted an in- 
dulgence of forty days to such persons as 
should repair to, and contribute to the fabric 
and its ornaments. 

There is nowhere a more delightful road, 





than that which leads from the “Golden 
Grove,” rendered picturesque by its old tree, 
the plantations of Monksgrove on one side, 
and those of the once residence of Charles 
James Fox on the other. The road is per- 
fectly embowered, and so close is the foliage 
that you have no idea of the beautiful view 
which awaits you, until leaving the states- 
man’s house to the left, you pass through a 
sort of wicket gate on the right, and follow a 
foot-path to where two magnificent trees crown 
the hill; it is wisest to wait until | passing alon 
the level ridge you arrive at the “ view point,” 
and there, spread around you in such 4 Sl 
orama a8 England only can show, and show 
against the world for its extreme richness. 
me the left is erate Hill, alam ti aca 
at high-priest of “Local poetry,” long ago 
made famous; in the bend just where it 
meets the plain, you see the towers of Wind- 
sor Oastle; there is Harrow Hill, the sun 
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REMAINS OF CHERTSEY ABBEY. 


shining brightly on its tall church; a deep 
pall hovers over London, but you can see 
the dome of St. Paul’s looming through the 
mist; nay, we have heard of those who have 
told the hour of the day upon its broad-faced 
clock, with the assistance of a good glass. 
How beautifully the Thames winds! Ay! 
there is the grand stand at E: , and there 
Twickenham, delicious, soft, balmy Twicken- 
ham; and Richmond Hill—a very queen of 
beauty ! 

Yonder, beyond the valley, are Foxes Hills 
crowned with lofty pines—and that is the 
church at Staines, and as you turn, there again 
is Cooper’s Hill; Laleham seems spread as a 
tribute at your feet, and there is no end to 
the vi and mansions—the parks, and 
cottages like snow-drops in a, parterre, and 
church spires more than we can number; 
while close behind us are the stones piled 
thickly one on the other—the only relics of 
the holy Chapel of St. Anne. 

How grandly the ontory of St. George’s 
Hill stands out—sheltering eybridge, and 
forming a beautiful back-ground to Byfleet 
and the banks of the Way; not forgetting its 
rains—a Roman encampment of two thou- 
sand years and its modern ornaments of 
rare trees, of which a generous nobleman has 
made common ‘property, to be enjoyed daily 
by all who choose. At the foot of this rich} 
planted hill, is the beautiful park of Oatlands 
—on the eve of becoming an assemblage of 
villa-grounds. ‘How pleasant to feel that we 
can account, by our own knowledge of that 
glowing mount, for all the shades formed by 
the hills and hollows, and different growths 
of trees in the depths or heights of “ the en- 





campment,” which forms the delight of many 
a toilsome anti sl 9 Beyond are the more 
distant eminences of the North Downs, and 
a tract of country extending into Kent. But 
we have not yet explored the beauties of this 
our own hill of Ohertsey; truly, to do so, 
would take a day as long as that of its own 
black cherry fair. 

A path to the left, among the fern and 
heather, leads to a well, famed for its healing 
properties—it is called the Nun’s Well; even 
now, the peasants believe that its waters are 
a cure for diseases of the eye; the path is 
steep and dangerous, and it is far pleasanter 
to walk round the brow of the hill and over- 
look the dense wood which conceals the well, 
fringing the meadows of Thorpe, than to 
seek its tangled hiding-place in the dell. The 
monks of old would be sorely perplexed if 
they could arise, to account for the long line 
of smoke which marks the of the 
different trains along their railroads. But we 
turn from them to enjoy a ramble round the 
brow of St. Anne’s Hill; the coppice which 
clothes the descent into the valley, is so thick, 
that though it is intersected by many paths, 
you might lose yourself half-a-dozen times 
within an hour; if it be evening, the nightin- 
gales in the thickets of Monksgrove have com- 
menced their chorus, and the town of Chert- 
sey, down below, is seen to its full extent, its 
church tower toned into beauty by the rich 
light of the setting sun, while through the trees 
and holly thickets you obtain glimpses of the 
Guildford and Leatherhead hills, so softly blue, 
that they meet and mingle with the sky. 

Those who feel no interest in monkish 
chronicles, may reverence St. Anne’s Hill 
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GATE OF FOX’S HOUSE. 


because of its having been the favorite resi- 
dence of Charles James Fox, the contempo- 
rary of Pitt and Burke and Sheridan and 
Grattan, at a period when men felt strongly 
and spoke eloquently. The site of the house 
on the south-eastern site of the hill is ex- 
tremely beautiful, and it is much regretted in 
the neighborhood that it finds so little favor 
in the heart of its present noble proprietor. 
The grounds are laid out with much taste; 


SUMMER HOUSE IN FOX's GARDEN. 





there isa noble cedar planted by Mrs. Fox 
when only the size of a wand. e states- 
man’s widow survived her husband more than 
thirty-six years, but never outlived her friends 
or her faculties, There is a temple dedicated 
to Friendship, which was to pe 4 
ate the coming of age of one of the late 
ee a on a pedestal ornamented by a om 
inscribed some verses by General Fitzpat- 
rick: another placed by Mrs: Fox to mark a 


TEMPLE OF FRIENDSHIP. 
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favorite spot where Mr. Fox loved to muse, 
is enriched by a quotation from the “ Flower 
and the Leaf,” concluded by two graceful 


stanzas: 
# in this sequestered bower, 
From all the storms of life removed 
Here Fox enjoyed bis ev 
In converse with the 


b pS 
‘At the bottom of the garden is a 


she 
‘|The pre 


retained her sympathy with the young, and 
put away the feelings and habits of od age 
with a determined hand, for it is said, when 
eighty she took lessons on the harp. 
sent generation remember personally 
bg of the great statesman; he has be- 


which must have once possessed many at- | Tho 


tractions, and above it there is a pretty little 
a 
of 


is 


of the surrounding —. 
The peasantry are still loud in their praise 


of “ Madam Fox ;” and some remember with 
gratitude the education they received at her 
school, and love to tell how the old lady was 
drawn there at “‘ feast times,” to see how they 
all lookéd in their new dresses. She certainly 





son of H 


on his brilliant 
ty of manner, and the gene- 
disposition. He was the third 
c y Fox, afterwards Lord Holland, 
and his mother was the eldest daughter of 
Charles; second Duke of Richmond, and con- 
sequently great-granddaughter to Charles II. ; 
the material descent is one of blotted royalty, 
of which a man like Fox could not have 
been proud. His academic course was un- 
marked by any of those honors of which Ox- 
ford men are so ambitious, and yet, like his 
great rival, William Pitt, he became a states- 
man before he was of age. 


FOX’S ARBOR. 


At St. Anne’s Hill he enjoyed-as many in- 
tervals of repose and tranquillity as could fal 
to a statesman’s lot; in the time of wars and 
tumults, how he must have luxuriated in its 
delicious quiet, surrounded by friends who 
dearly loved him; and pavst's | only for good 
by the wife who (although it is known that 
her early intimacy with him was such as pre- 
vented her general recognition in society) ac- 
cording to.the evidence of all who knew her, 
was the minister only to his better thoughts 
and nobler ambitions, and who weaned him 
from nearly all the follies and vices which 
stained his youth and earlier manhood. Va- 
rious causes led to his death, before age had 
added infirmities to disease. He died at Chis- 
wick House, and his last words, addressed to 
Mrs. Fox were, “I die happy.” It is said he 





wished to be buried at Chertsey, but his re- 


1 | mains were interred in Westminister Abbey. 


The brilliant Sheridan pronounced so ele- 
gant an eulogium on his character, that it is 
pleasant to think of it in those shades where, 
as we have said, he so often sougiit and found 
repose: “ When Mr. Fox to live, the 
cause of private honor and friendship lost its 
highest glory, public liberty its most un- 
daunted champion, and general humanity its 
most active and ardent assertor. In him was 
united the most amiable. ition with the 
most firm and resolute spirit, the mildest 
=e pons the most oft migh ~or “hfe 
regard to that t man it might, ’ 
well said, that in him the bravest heart and 
most exalted mind sat upon the seat of: gen- 
tleness.” 
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There is, at all events, an imaginary pleas- 
ure in turning from the wearing out turmoil 
of a statesman’s life, to what the world be- 
lieves the tranquil dreams of @ poet’s exist- 
ence. But there are few things the world- 
ling so little understands as literary industry, 
or 80 little izes with as literary care. 
We have no inclination to over-rate either its 
toils or its pleasures, and perhaps no life is 
more abundantly supplied with both. Its 
toils must be evident to any who have noted 
the increasing literary labor which is neces- 
sary to produce the ordinary sources of com- 
forts; but its high and holy e ts are 
not so apparent; they are so different from 
those of almost all others as not to be easily 





gifts, the marvellous gift of poesy is a distinc- 
tion conferred by the Almighty, and should 
be acknowledged and treasured as such. We 
know little of a poet’s studies except by their 
im able produce, and it is a common but 
ill-founded prejudice to imagine regularity 
or diligence incompatible with high genius. 
Genius is neither above law, nor opposed to 
it; but as many have a poetic taste and tem- 
perament without the inspiration, the world is 
apt to mistake the eccentricity of the pre- 
tender for the outward and visible sign of 
ius. Whether or not the poet of the 
orch-house of Chertsey had the actual po- 
etic fire we do not venture to determine. 
Abraham Cowley takes a prominent position, 


explained or understood ; but above all other | amongst the poets of our land, and the event- 


OCOWLEY’S HOUSE—STREET FRONT. 
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fal times in which he lived, and he partie 


in 

a. all the relations of his anxious and 
that he becam in = es 
e © & poet bee ; 
reading the Faery Queene, which chance 

while yet a child. In al- 
r. Johnson his well- 
known definition of genius: “ A mind of large 
general powers, accidentally determined to 
some particular direction.” We had almost 
dared to say this is rather the definition of a 
philosopher than of one en 
the spirituality of a mary Abra- 
ham Cowley—the posthumous son of a Lon- 
don grocer—owed much to his mother. She, 








by her exertions, procured him a classical 

cation at Westminister School. She liy- 
ed to see him loved, honored, and great, 
and what was ae, oe “ogerd 
mon, grateful. At age 0: n he pub- 
lished a volume called “ Poetic Blossoms, ” 
which he afterwards described as “ con- 


ble extrav ies in a boy.” He ob- 
wine ipsalaloetie in Trinity College, Oam- 


bridge; in 1636, and theré took his degree: 


but was ejected by the Parliament, and thence 
d to Oxford. Shortly after, he fol- 
lower Queen Henrietta to Paris, as Secre- 
ig Hog of St. Albans, and was em- 


in the of the exiles in the most 
dential capacity.. In 1656 he returned 
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COWLEY 8 HOUSE—GARDEN FRONT. 


to England, and was immediately arrested as 
a suspected spy. He submitted quietly—the 
royalists thought too quietly —to the dominion 
of the Protector, but his whole life proved 
that he was no traitor. At the Restoration, 
that: great national disappointment, his claims 
upon the ungrateful monarch were met by a 
taunt and a false insinuation—he was told 
‘that his pardon was his reward! Wood said, 
‘he lost the place by certain enemies of the 
Muses;” certain “friends of the Muses,” how- 
ever, procured for him the lease of the Porch- 
house and farm at Chertsey, held under the 
Queen, and the great desire of his life—soli- 
tude—was obtained. 

The place still seems a meet dwelling for a 
poet, and is, perhaps, even more attractive 
to strangers than St. Anne’s hill. The porch, 
which caused his residence to be called “The 
Porch-house,” was taken down during the 
last century by the father of its present pro- 


prietor, the Rev. John Orosby Clarke, and 
the house is now known as “‘Cowley House.”* 
It is situated near the bridge which crosses a 
narrow and rapid stream, in a Jonely part of 
Guildford Street; a latticed window which 
overhangs the road is the window of the 
room in which the poet expired; on the ont- 
side wall Mr. Olarke has recorded his reason 
for removing the porch. “ The porch of this 
house, which > vam ten feet into the high- 
way, was taken down in the year 1786, for 
the safety and accommodation of the public.” 
“ Here the last accents flowed from Cowley’s tongue.” 
The appearance of the house from Guild- 


* The large outer porch of Cowley’s house had chambers 
above it, and beneath the window in front a tablet was 


upop which was inscribed hg “ upon the 
living author” which Cowley had written for himself, 
whilst living in retirement here, commencing 
“Hie, O , sub lare 
Soe as ae 


It is represented in its original condition in the two views 





we have engraved. 








CHERTSEY AND ITS FAMOUS CHARACTERS. 








STAIRCASE—COWLEY’S HOUSE. 


ford Street, is no index to its size or conve- 
niences.* You enter by a side gate, and the 
new front of the dwelling is that of a com- 
fortable and gentlemanly home; the old part 
it is said was built in the reign of James 
First, and what remains is sufficiently quaint 
to bear out the legend; the old and new are 
much mingled, and the modern consists 
of one or two bed-rooms, a large dining-room, 
and a drawing-room, commanding a delicious 
garden view, the meanderings of the stream, 
and a long tract of luxuriant meadows, ter- 
minated by the high and richly timbered 
ground of St. Anne’s Hill. 
old stairway is preserved, the wood is not as 
has been stated oak, but sweet chestnut. One 


A portion of the | 





neath whose shadow the poet frequently sat, 
there is a horse chestnut of such exceeding 
size and beauty, that it is worthy a pilgrim- 
age, and no lover of nature could look upon 


the | it without mingled feelings of reverence and 
affection. 


Here then amid such tranquil scenes, and 
such placid beauty, the “melancholy Cowley,” 
the later days of his anxious existence; 
ere we may fancy him receiving Evelyn and 
Denham, the poets and men of letters of his 
troubled day, who found the disappointments 
of courtly life more than their philosophy 
could endure. Here his friend] epadhes 
Doctor Spratt, cheered his lonely hours. 
Cowley was one of those fortunate bards 


of the rooms is panelled with oak, and Cow- | who obtain fame and honor during life. His 


ley’s study is a small closet-like chamber, the 
window looking towards St. Anne’s Hill. It 
is never difficult to imagine a poet in a small 
chamber, icularly when his mind may im- 
bibe inspiration from so rich and lovely a 
landscape. Beside the group of trees, be- 

* Some additional rooms have been added to the house 
by the same occupant, who has, however, jously pre- 
—_ all the old rooms, which still exhibit the “fittings” 


in Cowley'’s time, The 
be oe with oaken Th 


ouse, yy 
atthe window. Cowley ended his life in this 
house at the early age of forty-nine, , 
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learning was deep, his reading extensive, his 
acquaintance with mankind large. ‘To him,” 
says Denham in his famous elegy, | 
“To him no author was unknown, 
Yet what he wrote was all his éwn.” 

His biographer adds, “There was nothing 
affected or singular in his habit, or person, or 
gesture; he understood the forms of good 
breeding enough to practise them without bur- 
dening himself or others.” This indeed is the 
perfection of good breeding and good sense. 

Having obtained, as we have said, the 
Porch-house at Chertsey, his mind dwelt 
with pleasure—a philosophic pleasure—upon 
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great, moderation, his virtues were nev- 
er troublesome or uneasy to any, whatever 
he disliked in others he only corrected by the 


we; there is someting’ highly tic in 
idea of a funeral, so solemn, 
lue 


eg soelirats. ow Dagpmrngge: erage 


water. Pope usion to it, says: 


“ What tears the river shed, 
When the sad pomp along his banks was led ;” 


which rather inclines us to the belief, that in 
this, as in many other instances, the poetic 
ing is not the true one, 
“The muses oft in lands of vision play :” 
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but the fact that he died at Chertsey, as much 

ed as a man, as he was admired as a 
poet, is certain, and his house is often visited 
by ay in who are permitted to see his 
favorite haunts by the kindness of its pro- 
prietor, who honors the spot so hallowed by 








course of life), is 


se 
£73 FY | pewtyig, 





‘en 


ANNE'S HILL. 
memories of “the melancholy Cowley :”—he 


who considered and described “ business” as: 
“The contradiction to his fate.” 

But we must postpone our farther rambles 

for the present. 


Chertsey loses half its romantic interest by 
the intrusion of the p ive agents of our 
time—onr noisy time, of which the spirit wil- 
lingly brooks no souvenirs.of monastic repose. 


Previous santse lush | The old quaint quiet town has now itsrailroad, 


and the shadeg of its heroes have departed. 
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TRAUGOTT BROMME 
STATES OF NORTH AMERICA, 
TEXAS AND THE COLONIES. 
have at different times, by reviews 

Y or translations, endeavored to give our 
readers some idea of what people think of us, 
in continental Europe. But there are two 
sides to every thing—or there is an universal 
dualism, as Emerson declares—which is per- 
fectly true as to the method which might be 

in the execution of this self-imposed 
task. One class of readers understand by 
the word people the beau monde, and would 
have us invariably follow the school of the 
Countesses Hahn- or Ladies Blessington 
or Milords Fitz-Flummery, contented if we 
have but a fair name in society. Another and 
more reasonable class would be satisfied to 
know the opinion of the literati, or perhaps 
the poets, particularly when they do ft hom- 
age to our “grand old woods,” and to Niag- 
ara. Others regard with most respect a plain 
literal account of our branches of industry — 
our railroads, factories, and canals. They 
would have the country judged purely from a 
mechanical or practical point of view—con- 
tenting themselves as to other matters with 
the reflection, “Oh, sensible people care very 
little about any thing else. If they know 
what we produce, and what our resources 
are, they'll understand and respect us suf- 
ficiently.” 

Now the opinion of each of these classes 
has its weight, and though not of the greatest 
ultimate importance, is always to be respect- 
ed, If we were questioned as to the views 
of which of them we yielded full regard, we 
should candidly say, “to none.” It is the 

neral, universal opinion, of a nation at lar; 
ewe deem authoritative, and none other. It 
is that popular opinion so readily yet often so 
falsely formed (at times from trifles of almost 
incredible levity), and which when once fairly 
developed, is well-nigh ineradicable. In a 
be it is to the views of the peo > 

@ pro as opportunity s offer, to 
make - soe ce familiar with the writings 
of all these different classes of travellers— 
and in the present article, we shall make 
& few extracts from a work interesting, as 
having probably contributed more than any 
other to a general knowledge of the United 
States in Germany. It is the book which has 
had the greatest currency among all classes, 
but particularly with the lower order of read- 
ers and emigrants. 

Before proceeding, however, to the work 
itself, it may be as well to answer a question 
which has perhaps been suggested to the 
minds of a certain class of readers. Of what 
great use, after all, is this nervous regard as 
to the opinion of the world? Is not our char- 
acter established—are not our characteristics 
known, to the uttermost corners of the earth ? 
To which question we may answer, Wot quite. 
In avoiding that ridiculous sensitiveness which 
prompts so many Americans to feel person- 

VOL. V.—NO, I1.—1i 


ON THE 


ally insulted by the. weak remarks of every 
Wi ignoramus, we would by no means 
fall into the opposite error of attaching no 
importance whatever to the good opinion or 
the degree of consciousness as to our existence 
entertained by the world at large. 

Should any feel disposed to smile at such 
an expression, as “ the consciousness of our 
existence,” we will take the liberty of citing 
a few curious instances, for the authenticity 
of which we assume the entire responsibility 


—instances. which rn Be sen astonish a 
few even of the better informed. There are 
in many districts (not altogether 


rovincial) 
of Italy and France great num who 


would not even in America be classed as ig- 
norant in regard to other matters, who have 
not the remotest idea. as to the nature or ge- 
ography of our country. An instance has 
come to our knowledge of an intelligent Hun- 
ye 


tigen who, by intercourse with the 
ad acquired a fluency in five languages, an 
who inquired of an American gentleman if his 
country were not situated somewhere in Eng- 
land. The late Mr. Cooper, when placing 
his daughters at a celebrated seminary on the 
continent, found a great curiosity had been 
created. by the rumor that they were coming, 
some supposing they were black, some that 
they were copper-colored, and all maprovered 
to see American girls looking for all the world 
like the young German ladies. We have 
heard of a similar instance in which an Eng- 
lish gentleman—a Cambridge graduate—in- 
quired of an American what was the current 
language of the United States. Lastly, we- 
may cite the case of an English author, well 
known. to our own public, and favorably 
meritioned not long since in these pages, who- 
was under the impressicn that owing to the 
great emigration from Germany, the lish 
language must with us, in a very few years,. 
yield to that of the Vaterland. Now our 
commercial and industrial relations are se- 
riously hindered by this absurd ignorance of 
America, which in a word prevails to such 
an extent, that we have known an American,,. 
who—probably from having been over-ques- 
tioned and speered at in New England—had 
imbibed such a wholesome hatred of inquisi- 
tiveness, that he wished the French govern- 
ment would hang up, for the benefit of all 
concerned, the following list. of questions, 
with satisfactory answers annexed, in all the 
cafés of the politest nation in Europe: 

Whether America is an island or a continent? 

‘What is the color of its inhabitants ? 

What language do they 

Have they a religion, an 

What is the state of their morals and cookery? 

Have they a correct state of feeling as regards the opera? 

The reader is not to infer that. this is the 
general state of knowledge regarding our 
country. But it is worth nothing as a curi- 
ous illustration of the vast number of indi- 
viduals who derive their ideas, not from what 
is going on at the present day, or from avail- 





able sources of information, but from the 
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antiquated views of a by-gone generation. 
And we trust it will not be deemed ee 
propriate that we here speak a word of 
want of opportunities of acquiring very gen- 
eral information under which the ordin 
readers of continental Europe suffer. Wit 
all their libraries, all their immense arrays of 
magazines and journals, we find among them 
an apathy in regard to the world without (to 
the Fan-Qui), which appears incredible until 
we reflect on the deadening influences of the 
censorship, which views with distrvst all in- 
formation in regard to the Land of Liberty. 
We are not aware, throughout the whole of 
continental Europe, of a single publication so 
thoroughly cosmopolite in its character, so 
porehs | in the scope of its information, or 
which is so universally disseminated among 
ali classes of readers, as The International ; 
;and we trust we do not go too far when we 
assert, that it is to an extended sale of peri- 
oflical publications somewhat approaching it 
in the .concentration and dissemination of 
news from the world at large, that our coun- 
trymen owe that superior intelligence and 
citizen-of-the-world character which distin- 
guish them from the insular Briton, self-im- 
portant Frenchman, or abstracted German. 

The work‘from which we propose to make 
some extracts, ‘is Travcott Bromme’s Hand 
and Reisebuch fir Auswanderer nach den 

Vereinigten Staaten (or Traugott Bromme’s 
Journey and Handbook for Emigrants to the 
‘Dnited States). As we have already stated, 
no work on America is at the present da: 
more familiarly known to that class of ied 
ers to whom it is addressed. Certain remarks 
on the present condition of German emigra- 
tion with which it is prefaced, may not be 
devoid of interest to our readers, though not 
constituting a part of such observations as we 
have more particularly referred to: 

“ There is, it a implanted in every man 
an impulse to aerate, wor his Bante 
.an impulse caused by poverty, dependent circum- 
stances, or pressure from every side, vexing at 

times even the highest in rank, and which is the 
cause why thousands leave their fatherland, to 

seek afar a new home, and hundreds of thousands 
cast around them disturbed and anxious glances, 

.restrained only by hard poverty, which imprisons 
them at home. Such is very generally the case 
vat ceryrm our own country, where—despite the 
spolitical concessions of March in the year 1848, of 
‘the published original privileges of the German 
people, and of the promising prospect of a free 

and united Germany, with a + estar, general 

empire—emigration a rs to no means on 
the decrease.” “ Sisss conden of the present 
day consist not as formerly of poor people of the 
lower orders, who turn their backs on the German 
fatherland, or liberal declaimers, dreaming of an 
ideal of freedom which could scarcely be realized 
in Utopia, but of sober excellent families of the 
middle. class, who, free from all. delusive fancies, 
«do not expect to find in the western world wealth 
-and ‘honorable offices, but desire only to inha- 
‘bit a land, wherein they may dwell quietly and 





happily with their children.” “ What the German 
wants is room—a new broad field for his abilities 
—and = America Ln — in unbounded 
space. No one at the present hopes to obtain 
hills of gold without labor, but a one knows 
that the far more estimable treasure of perfect in- 
dependence, or to more correctly, of perfect 
self-dependence, with the prospect of a future free 
from care, may in America be obtained at the cost 
of a few years of earnest, honest industry. And 
what, to the man oppressed in his fatherland by 
all the cares incident upon the obtaining a bare 
subsistence, is two or or even four years of 
hard work, when compared to a whole life of po- 
verty and misery {” 

After accurately sketching the extreme 
misery and poverty oppressing the inhabitants 
of many districts of Germany, of late years 
sadly increased by the falling off in manufac- 
tures since the political disturbances, our an- 
thor proceeds to set forth the advantages of- 
fered by America : 

“That most emigrants should rather look to 
America, than Poland, Russia, Servia, or Sieben- 
burgen, is natural enough, since all of these coun- 
tries together cannot offer so many attractions as 
America. Where on earth is there such a vast 
array of unoccupied lands, offered at such a mo 
derate price—land so cheap that in many districts 
twenty or thirty and even more acres, covered 
with wood, are given at a price for which a single 
acre of similar land is sold in Germany ?” 

The richness of the soil, the excellence of 
the climate, and the demand for labor, are 
then described; to which, as the greatest in- 
ducement, he adds the fact that in America 
the fullest “liberty of labor and mechanical 
calling or trade,” is allowed. Also, that the 
taxes are so light that an industrious man is 
able not only to live, but even to lay up some- 
thing for his old age, or his children, or to 
employ in the extension of his business. 

“For as there exists in America no standing 
army, its inhabitants may retain their children, as 
the best possible assistants in labor, and train, 


ately, and frugally, will here, better than in any 
other land in the world, ultimately attain to hap- 
piness and fortune. In times like ours, when 
every branch of industry is crowded, when tender 
parents think with grief and trouble on the future 
prospects of their children, there are for the emi- 
grant no other resources save those held out by 
a full and bountiful nature, and no means of live- 
lihood which may be so certainly depended upon 
as those afforded | by agriculture. Here it is that 
ind throws open the widest field, and affords 
the fullest opportunity of doing good.” 

In the following extract, our author pro- 
ceeds to set forth the national character of 
the American : 

“The national character of the American has 
been greatly misunderstood ; few travellers seem, 
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i to have understood it, since they mention 
as something as new and unfounded as the 
itself, and yet it is so well confirmed—so 

in every elevated and noble cha- 

ic of the human race, that it may confi- 


ious pilgrims who were transferred by British 
ey rather by old German) and British genius 
to the shores of the new world—to there give to 
those laws and genius an immortality. Building 
still further on this new land, they opened the 
temple of the Lord to all his followers, and re- 
ceived with open arms all the unfortunate or op- 
exiles of Europe. For the first time in 
reality in this world they flung wide the flag of 
truth and freedom—fought under its folds an un- 
equal fight against the mightiest power in the 
world—and overcame it. And when a 
time armed themselves to combat with Eng- 
land, again came forth unconquered from the 
contest. Reason enough this for the national pride 


‘of the American, for nothing could more naturally 


cause a certain degree of self-content than to be- 
long to a nation whose brilliant deeds in war as 
in politics, in commerce as in manufactures, have 
astonished the world. A second and not less cha- 
racteristic trait of the American is seen in a cer- 
tain earnestness, which appears to strangers to in- 
dicate a want of sociable feeling—and yet perhaps 
in no country is true noble sociability as developed 
in domestic life, so much at home, as in America. 
“ Accustomed from his cradle to reflect on him- 
self and his circumstances, the American from the 
first instant of his entry into active life is ever on 
the watch toimprove their condition. Is he rich, and 
consequently more directly interested in the com- 
mon wealth, then every new law, every change in 
the personal direction of the government, awakes in 
him a new care for the future, while on the other 
hand, if poor, then every change in the state may 
thaps afford him a new opportunity of bettering 

is condition. Therefore he is ever wide awake— 
ever looking out for the future, not as a mere 
spectator, but as one playing a part and occupied 
in maintaining the present state of affairs, or in 
improving them. e entire mass of the popula- 
tion is continually in a state of political agitation, 
and, urged by hope of their aid or fear of their 
power, we see every one continually seeking for 
expressions of public opinion. No man is so rich 
or powerful that he need not fear them—tione so 
wretched and poor but that he may venture to 
entertain the hope of being through them aided 
and relieved. Public opinion is in America the 
mightiest organ of justice—shielding no one, from 
the president to the simplest citizen, and proceeds, 
mowing, casting down, or grinding to powder all 
a which oppose it sail Ganev its condemna- 

on. 


“This condition of perpetual agitation gives 


the American an ap of ceaseless restless- 
ness, but it is in seallag:ties tone ground of peace 
and content. Zhe American has no time to be 
discontented, and . this.is the most praiseworthy 
point of their constitution and popular life. The 





republican has necessarily as many severe and 
arduous duties to fulfil as the inhabitants of any 
monarchy—but their fulfilment is gratifying and 
consoling—for it is allied to the consciousness of 
power. The American has no desire for the quiet 
temper of the European, and least of all for the 
silent happi of the German, which last, alas! 
appears since the dissipation of the intoxication 
the Revolution of 1848, to consist, as 
far as the great mass of the population is concern- 
ed, merely in the egotistic repose of self-sufficien- 
cy, weakness, and i The American finds 
repose only in his , in his family circle, and 
among his children ; all without the walls of that 
home is an incessant working and striving, in poli- 
ties as in trade—by the streets and canals, as in 
the woods of the West. Different as the elements 
are from which the inhabitants of the United 
States ‘are formed; and different as the circum- 
stances may be under which they live, there still 
prevails among them a certain unity of character, 
an equanimity of feeling, which it would be diffi- 
cult to parallel, resulting perhaps from the very 
heterogeneousness and mixture of elements itself, 
since no one element allows to another pre-emi- 
nence, They have all something in common in 
their appearance, which gives them the air almost 
of relations—something in their gait and manners 
which declares them to be other than lish, 
Germans, or French. Through the entire land, 
through every class, there is disseminated a cer- 
tain refinement of manner, an appreciation of 
decency and nobility of character, which springs 
from a consciousness of their own rights and re- 
spect for mankind, Even emigrants, in America, 
soon learn to cast aside their rough prejudices as 
regards caste, for the proud affability of the aris- 
tocratic, the vanity of the small citizen, the want 
of confidence and ease in the mechanic, the slavish 
servitude and snappish insolence of liveried ser- 
vants, find in America no place. Man is there 
esteemed only as ma ability gains honor 
—and where that is, and there one, can true 
nobility be found. No one there inquires who a 
man is, or who were his parents, but ‘ What can 
he do, what are his capabilities, and what can he 
roducef’ Rank and caste are in America un- 
nown, Every man feels his freedom and inde- 
aa and expresses himself accordingly. 
ven the servant is a free map, who has, it is true, 
hired his service, but not his entire existence. 
The American is polite, but over-refined, unmean- 
ing compliments form no part of his manners, nor 
does he expect them from others. No man vexes . 
or troubles himself for another, in consequence of 
which we find in American society very little 
stiffness and reserve, yet we find in every respect 
that the very highest regard is there paid to pro- 
priety and decency—particularly as regards the 
female sex, since in no country, not even in Eng- 
land, do ladies enjoy such respect and regard as 
in the United States. Ever depending upon, and 
confiding in himself, the American is in his man- 
ners ag open, one unreserved. The mass of the 
le is possessed of intelligence and spirit, 
Srough not so eg eae | Pea as in he ag 
and a higher degree of intelligence penetrates 
even the lower class, who consequently form a 
marked and singular contrast with those of 
like rank in Europe. It is not from being versed 
in the higher branches of abstract learning and 








cabiity 1 the wate of lie 

cability to the wants of life; so 

tanner is there worth more than a 
Wealth, or rather wealth allied to ability and uni- 
versality of talent, is there more highly esteemed 
than learning, while hospitality, patriotism, 
toleration, allowing every one to think and feel as 
he likes, are univ: characteristics. So that in 
the United States nothing is wanting to the at- 


tainment of a true civil. and social freedom, even 
though the means thereto are not invariably cor- 
rectly understood or admitted (as is.indeed the 
case by us), and though—since men are ~— 


where subject to the same weaknesses—they 
measure happiness rather by the standard of their 
own intelligence and virtues, than by fortune and 
nature, which latter, impartially:considered, is the 
basis of the physical happiness of the American. 
That, however, which constitutes his moral happi- 
ness . this ; that in his  ganertp meee = ome 
joys the true supremacy, and to. this, ic life 
ond the state ee atedacts It is ni that ys 
American statesmen have fallen into the same 
error as. the European—id est, to believe that 
without them the le could never prosper, and 
still live in the ‘ef that home-happiness hangs 
on them, their theories and arts of governing; 
but the most superficial glance teaches that if wise 
laws are able to effect more for the happiness of 
man than they can bring about, still no one should 
there attempt to draw happiness from such a 
source when popular and private life have 
combined to bestow it. But should the happiness 
of the Americans ever be derived from this side, it 
will be more sensible to assume that the founda- 
tion thereof will be the release from that which 
in the recent culture has passed for the deepest 

olitical wisdom. The true secret of all the 
fortune of America lies in the favorable condition 
of external things. ‘It is not with them as in 
Europe, where the poor can only better their con- 
dition or become rich by making the rich poor, 
for therein lies the source of an infinite strife 
which hath been combated for centuries, with the 
axioms of religion and morals, But in America, 
men when striving to better their condition, instead 
of becoming enemies and turning their arms 
against each other, strive with Nature, and wring 
from her boundless stores that wealth which she 
so bountifully affords !’” 

We haye made these quotations Jess on ac- 
count of any merit which they possess, than 
to give our readers an idea of the general 
opinion prevailing in Germany in regard to 
our country; and to confirm an assertion 
made in a recent number of the International, 


in Europe are. weso impar- 


in-| tially. and favorably judged. There. is one 
parton, Seaavesp i which we find this 


k. worthy of ial praise. The author 
h Mycota. Arey flourishing state of re- 
ligion in the United States, declaring that we 
are in this respect superior to the Germans, 
and that on the Sabbath the churches are 
filled to a degree unknown in Europe. It is 
from our deep-rooted attachment to domestic 
life, and our observance of religion, that he 
correctly deduces our true happiness, as sep- 
arated from the natural advantages of the 
country. It is greatly to be desired that the 
majority of his countrymen resident in Ameri- 
ica, would allow themselves to be impressed 
in a similar manner as to the advantages of 

iety and Sabbath-keeping. There is in the 

nited States a vast number of German news- 
papers—conducted we should imagine for the 
greater part Wy unprincipled and worthless 
adventurers of the red-republican, socialist 
stamp, who, despite the protection which they 
here enjoy, incessantly and spitefully abuse 
every institution to which they are really in- 
debted for their asylum among us, and most 
of all our observation of the Sabbath, in a 
style which entitles them to something se- 
verer than mere contempt. But Herr Bromme 
is right. Respect for morality and religion, 
a due regard for the Sabbath, and a depend- 
ence on the home-circle for pleasure:and re- 
creation, are the strest safeguard of peace, 
happiness, and prosperity. 


A VISIT TO THE FIRE WORSHIPPERS’ 
TEMPLE AT BAKU. 
N a recent number of the Russian Archives 
Sor Scientific Information, is an account 
of a visit made by a Russian lady of distinc- 
tion, in company with her husband and sons, 
to a temple of the Indian sect. of Gebers, or 
Fire Worshippers, near Baku, .a city of Geor- 
gia, lying on the Caspian Sea. We translate 
this interesting narrative for the Jnterna- 
tional, as follows : 
} In order the better to enjoy the spectacle 
of the fire, we chose the evening for our ex- 
cursion thither; but a thick fog came on, 





good | which made the road difficult and dangerous. 


When we finally reached the place it was 
pitch dark; the flames were rising in beauti- 
ful purity to the peacefal sky of night, and 
the entire castle, within which was the tem- 
ple, seemed to be surrounded by a circle of 
watch-fires. These were lighted by Persians 
from the neighborhood, who were busy 
burning lime and baking bread, dark forms 
like those which worked on the tower of 
Babel, and burnt lime for it. They were now 
brought here by the ease and cheapness of 
carrying on their occupations. that is 
necessary is to make a hole in the ground, 
touche burning coal to it, and an inexhausti- 
ble flame rises forth like a spring. Behind 
this range of little flames an rose, in 





the pale light, the dirty white s of the: 
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castle, in the centre of which there flashed from 
the summit of two lofty ies great masses of 
the purest, clearest, and keenest flame, which 
were now bent down horizontally and wreath- 
ed like serpents by the force of the wind, and 
now rose perpendicularly to the sky, whose 
dome they lighted up like two vast altar tapers. 
We drove around the edifice, and stopped on 
one side where there were no flames rising 
from the earth. A fine rain was falling, but we 
remained without while our guide went in to 
announce us. He came back immediate] 
with a swarthy Hindoo. The sight of th 
man impressed me strangely, and I forgot 
that he leeeed to a remote colony of a few 
individuals, and asked myself if we had been 
suddenly transported to India, or if India had 
been brought up to the Caspian. 

We went into the court-yard, in which 
stands the temple, with its two fire-pillars. 
About half way up hang a couple of large 
bells, which the Hindoo sounded by way of 
preparing us for what we were to see. There 
was something fearful in the loud clangor, 
and my boys crowded close beside me. Ex- 
éept our party, no one was to be seen except 
the swart Geber, in his white turban and 
long brown robe, with just enough of a pair 
of light blue trowsers visible to bring into dis- 
tinctness his naked black feet. His features 
were noble, and his beard long and black. 
He looked like a conjurer, like the lord of an 
enchanted castle, summoning his spirits. The 
hissing fire, as if obeying him, flashed up 
more brightly at the crash of the bells; now 
it was clear as day around us, and now it was 
twilight as the wind lowered the flame. My 
husband and sons and the guide who had 
brought us to the place, were all dressed in 
oriental costume, and I alone seemed to 
belong to Europe. A shudder of home-sick- 
ness came over me, and at every moment 
I expected to see something monstrous, to 
behold all the cruelties of a heathenish and 
barbarous worship. 

The interpreter now summoned us to 
follow ‘the Geber. We were told that the 
castle was built by a rich Indian nabob, who 
was a fire worshipper, and who, with his 
followers, long inhabited it. Now, only three 
Hindoos remain from that period of splendor. 
But nature remains eternally the same, and 
whether worshipped or not, the flames still 
shine and awe the superstitious, and so great 
is the fame of the place that many pilgrims 
come yearly from distant India to pray, and 
to have prayers said for them, here in the 
visible presence of the primeval light. 

At last we came to the cell of the priest, 
and on his invitation entered it. We passed 
through a low door, and down a few steps, 
and found ourselves ‘in ‘a small, semicircular, 
low, but very white room, with a floor of 
mason-work, and a small altar in the centre. 
Around the wall were seats, also of mason- 
work. In the altar there was an opening as 
large as a gun-barrel, from which rose a slen- 





der flame that lighted the room very clearly. 
There were other little spenings on the sides 
of the altar. The Hindoo took a wisp of 
straw, lighted it, and touched these openings, 
from which the most beantifal flames at once 
issued. The children, who had never seen 
gas lights, or at least did not remember them, 
regarded all this as the most perfect witchery. 
On a second altar, which, like the first, was 
about the height of a common table, lay or 
stood the idols and treasures of our priest. 
Small steps led up to it, which were used 
to hold muscles, stones, shells, and other 
instruments employed in the sacred rites. 
The idols were of metal, and ugly and mon- 
strous, like Chinese images. ide these 
figures, we were astonished to see crosses of 
various forms and sizes. We asked the Geber 
about them, and he answered with oriental 
emphasis: “There is one God, and no one 
has seen him; therefore every one adores 
him after his own way, and represents him 
after his own way.” The reply was diplo- 
matic enough, and we could not ascertain 
how the crosses had come there. 

On the aitar and its steps lay a great num- 
ber of singularly beautifol Indian stones, 
which the boys wanted very much, but 
which, in spite of our large offers, we could 
not obtain. They were mementoes from the 
distant fatherland, and possibly they served 
as sacred ornaments for the little cell. There 
were also several censers, lamps, and little 
silver plates and salvers. The air was stifling 
from the fumes of and the heat was like 
that of a vapor bath. The priest took from 
the altar some pieces of red and white candied 
sugar, held them, praying, before his idols, 
ae them with holy water, and handed 
them to us on a silver plate. 

A second Hindoo now came in, a tall old 
man, whose name, as he told us, was Amin- 
taas. He invited us into his cell, which was 
larger and differently arranged. In the cen- 
tre was a large kettle, set in mason-work, 
with water in it, and a gas flame burning 
under it; the altar was in another apartment 
beyond, and separated from the first by a 
low wall or fence, with a passage through. 
Another apartment, similarly divided off, 
was spread ‘with carpets for sleeping. Af- 
ter we had seen the stones, shells, and 
idols, which were richer and more nnu- 
merous than in the former cell, the Hindoos 
asked us if they should pray for us. We 
agreed, and the ceremony began. A large 
muscle shell was washed in the kettle, the. 
plates were set in order at the foot of the 
altar, a censer began to smoke, the silver 
plate with candied sugar was set over a lamp 
between two bells, whose handles were the 
most monstrous figures of idols. These bells 
Amintaas took and began to ring vehemently. 
The other Hindoos stood behind him and 
beat two big cymbals, accompanying this 
noise with the most inhuman and frightful 
howling that ‘a man’s lungs ever produced. 
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Still, there was method and a regular cadence 
in it. Finally, they made a panse, bowed 
before.the images, murmuring softly, after 
which they arranged the plotes anew, and 
sprinkled the sugar with holy water... My 
husband whispered.in my ear a line from 
the conjuration in “Faust,” and the whole of 
that scene rushed vividly into my memory. 
Meanwhile the lungs of the old Amintaas 
had recovered their power, for he now seized 
a conch shell, held it in both hands, and 
with incredible strength blew long wild notes, 
with scarce any thing like a tune. I grew 
dizzy in listening to this clamor, and at once 
understood ‘what is meant by the heathen 
making a “vain noise.” This cannibalistic 
music was.kept up for a long time, and 
seemed to form the,climax of the sacred rites. 
The finale was a combination of wild shouting, 
banging of the cymbals, ringing and murmur- 
ing.: At last the concert was over, and we 
breathed freely. Amintaas handed us the 
candied , and my husband laid dowu 
two ducats in its place. They were received 
with warm expressions of gratitude, and laid 
upon the altar. We went out into the open 
air, but the scene had changed. The lonely 
castle was crowded with Persians who had 
come from their lime-burning to see the Eu- 
ropeans. Persian women were sitting around 
by sundry little ovens of masonry, where, by 
the help of gas flames, they baked their 
Tsheuks, thin cakes of unleavened bread. 
Followed by the crowd, we were led a couple 
of hundred steps from the castle to a spring 
that was covered over; the cover was taken 
off, and a bundle of burning straw thrown in, 
when, crackling and hissing, sprung up a splen- 
did pillar of fire, vanishing in sparks like stars. 
This beautiful spectacle lasted but for a mo- 
ment, and a quarter of an hour was necessary 
to collect gas enough to repeat the experiment. 
We returned to Baku in the rain, more 
dead than alive. It was the eve of Easter. 
The next morning, asI was sitting on the 
sofa with the children, there came in a tall, 
meagre Hindoo, with gray hair; he was 
dressed in a white robe, and brought me 
white and red sugar on a silver plate. He 
was the chief priest from the temple of the 
Gebers, and had come to Baku to see the 
Easter festivities. We took a few grains of 
his sugar, and I laid a silver rouble on the 
plate. While he was making his bows for 
this, my husband came in and told him, 
artly in Tartar, partly in Russian, and partly 
in pantomime, that we had been to his temple 
‘the night before, and had prayers said there. 
He asked at once, with eagerness, how much 
we had given, and when he learned the sum, 
asked for a certificate to that effect, as, with- 
out it, the others would give him no part of 
the money. We sent him away without 
granting his request, for the two screamers 
of the night previous had earned all we gave 
them. We learned afterwards that the gifts 
of visitors occasioned quarrels, and often 





blows, in the romantic fire-castle. This dis- 

isted me, and Pons it is not the fault of these 
poor fellows. ey must necessarily become 
covetous, since they profane their most sacred 
ceremonies as a means of living. They have 
neither fields nor gardens, and the only thing 
like vegetation that I saw was some lone 
boxes in the court yard, filled with shrubs 
and plants, remains, no doubt, from the time 
of the Indian nabob, who sought in vain to 
establish cultivation in a soil impregnated 
with inflammable gas. However, I learned 
to my sorrow that grass at least grows there, 
for, in going through it to the spring, my feet 
became perfectly wet. 

The air of the locality does not seem to be 
unwholesome for man. At least, the Geber 
priests, who had lived there for years, were 
perfect lions for health and vigor. 


A NEW PORTRAIT OF CICERO, 


N the third volume of his History of the 
Romans under the Empire, just published 
in London, Mr. Meriva.e gives some elabor- 
ate pieces of character writing, one of which 
has for its subject Cicrro. It is not good for 
a man to think harshly of Cicero, and how- 
ever easy it may seem to be to condemn ma- 
nifest faults in his character, it is by no means 
easy to be fair in the estimate we make. Mr. 
Merivale sums up a character which has too 
often been aery put down as that of a 
great writer and a little man, as follows: 
“Many writers, it has been remarked, have re- 
lated the death of Cicero, but Plutarch alone has 
painted it. In the narrative here laid’ before him 
the reader has the substance of this picturesque 
account, together with some touches introduced 
from collateral sources, In this, as in many other 
s of his Lives, the Greek biographer has 
evidently aimed at creating an effect, Jn) though 
he seems to have been mainly guided by the ge- 
nuine narrative of Tiro, Cicero’s beloved freed- 
man, we may sus him of having embellished 
it to furnish a striking termination te one of his fa- 
vorite sketches. Nevertheless the narrative is 
mainly confirmed by a fragment of Livy’s history, 
which has fortunately been preserved. The Ro- 
man author vies with the Greek in throwing dig- 
nity and interest over the great statesman’s end. 
But in reviewing the uneven tenor of his career, 
Livy concludes with the stern comment, “ He bore 
none of his calamities as a man should, except his 
death.” These are grave words. In the mouth 
of one who had cast his scrutinizing glance over 
the characters and exploits of all the heroes of the 
great republic, and had learnt by the training of 
his life-long studies to discriminate moral qualities 
and estimate desert, they constitute the most im- 
portant judgment on the conduct of Cicero that 
antiquity has bequeathed to us. Few indeed 
among the Romans ever betrayed a want of reso- 
lution in the face of impending death. But it was 
in the endurance of calamity rather than the de- 
fiance of danger that the courage of Cicero was 
deficient. The orator, whose genius lay in the 
arts of peace and persuasion, exhibited on more 
than one occasion a martial spirit worthy of other 
habits and a ruder training. In the contest with 
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: in the struggle with Antonius 
without reserve into a position 

was no alternative but to 
In the earlier conflict he had still his 
uire, his proud ascendency to esta- 
; love of praise and glory inspired 
with the audacity which makes and justifies 
its own success, But in the later, he courted dan- 
for the sake of retaining the fame he so dear- 
prized. He had once saved his country, and 
could not endure that it should be said he had 
deserted it. He loved his country; but it 
for his own honor, which he could preserve, 
rather than for his country’s freedom, which he 
despaired of, that he returned to his post when 
was still possible. He might have remain- 
ed silent, but he opened the floodgates of his elo- 
quence. When indeed he had once launched him- 
self on the torrent he lost all self-command; he 
could neither retrace nor moderate his career ; he 
saw the rocks before him, but he dashed himself 
headlong against them. But another grave au- 
thority has given us the judgment of antiquity, 
that Cicero’s defect was the want of steadfastness. 
His courage had no dignity because it lacked con- 


All men and all parties agreed that he | ch 


could not be relied upon to lead, to co-operate, or 
to follow. In all the great enterprises of his party, 
he was left behind, egcept that which the nobles 
undertook against Chita, in which they rather 
thrust him before them than engaged with him on 
terms of mutual su When we read the ve- 
hement claims whick: Cicero put forth to the honor 
of association, however tardy, with the glories and 
dangers of Czesar’s assassins, we should deem the 
conspirators guilty of a monstrous oversight in 
having neglected to enlist him in their design, were 
we not assured that he was not to be trusted asa 
confederate either for good or for evil. 

“Of all the characters of antiquity Cicero is un- 
doubtedly that with which we are most intimate- 
ly acquainted ; for he alone has left to us the re- 
cord of his thoughts and actions for more than half 
his public career in a voluminous mass of familiar 
as well as political correspondence. No public 

probably could pass unscathed through 

the fiery ordeal to which he has thus subjected 
himself. Cicero, it must be avowed, is convicted 
from his own mouth of vanity, inconstancy, sordid- 
ness, jealousy, malice, selfishness, and timidity. 
But on the other hand no character, public or pri- 
vate, could thus bare its workings to our view 
without laying a stronger claim to our sympathy, 
and extorting from us more kindly consideration 
we can give to the mere shell of the human 
being with which ordinary history brings us in 
contact. Cicero gains more than he loses by the 
confessions he pours into our ear. We read in his 
letters what we should vainly search for in the 
meagre pages of Sallust and Appian, in the cap- 
tious criticism of Dion, and even in the pleasant 
anecdotes of his friendly biographer Plutarch, his 
amiableness, bis refined urbanity, his admiration 
for excellence, his thirst for fame, his love of truth, 
equity, and reason. Mauch indeed of the patriot- 
ism, the honesty, the moral courage he exhibited, 
was really ne other than the refined ambition of 
attaining the respect of his contem ies and 
ueai a name to posterity. He might not 
act from a sense of duty, like Cato, but his mo- 





consulship, display a grievous want of magn 
ity and of a predeninant sense of right. Fortu- 
nately his instinct taught him to see in the consti- 
tution of the republic the fairest field for the dis- 
play of his peculiar talents; the orator and the 
pleader could not fail to love the arena on which 
the greatest triumph of his genius had been or 
were yet, as he hoped, to be acquired. And Ci- 
cero indeed was not less ambitious than Ceesar or 
Pompeius, Antonius or Octavius. To the pursuit 
of fame he sacrificed many interests and friend- 
ships. He was not less jealous of a rival in his 
osen career than any of the leaders of party and 
candidates for popular favor. He could not en- 
dure competition for the throne of eloquence and 
the sceptre of persuasion. It was on this account 
perhaps that he sought his associates among the 
young, from whose rivalry he had nothing to fear, 
rather than from his own contemporaries, the can- 
didates for the same prize of public admiration 
which he aimed at securing for himself. From his 
pages there flows an incessant stream of abuse of 
all the great masters of political power in his 
time; of Cesar and Pompeius; of Crassus and 
Antonius, not to mention Ris coarse vituperation 
of Piso and Gabinius, and his uneasy sneers at the 
impracticable Cato. We may note the different 
tone which his disparagement assumes towards 
these men respectively. He ao of Cesar with 
awe, of Pompeius with mortification, with dislike 
of Crassus, with bitter malice of Antonius, Ossar, 
even when he most deeply reprobates him, he per- 
sonally loves; the cold distrust of Pompeius vexes 
his self-esteem; between him and Crassus there 
subsists a natural antipathy of temperament: but 
Antonius, the hate of his old becomes to him 
the incarnation of all the evil his long and bitter 
experience of mankind have discovered in the hu- 
man heart. While we sus Cicero of injustice 
towards the great men of his day, we are bound 
also to specify the gross dishonesty with which he 
magnifies his own merits where they are trivial, 
and embellishes them where they are really im- 
i. The perpetual recurrence to the topic of 
is own political deserts must have wearied the 
most patient of friends, and more than balanced 
the display of sordidness and time-serving which 
Atticus doubtless reflected back in his share of the 

correspondence between them. 

“But while Cicero stands justly charged with 
many grave infirmities of temper and defects of 
principle, while we remark with a sigh the vanity, 
the i 4 the ingratitude he so often 
manifested, while we lament his ignoble eubser- 
viencies and his ferocious resentments, the hi 
standard by which we claim to judge him is in it- 
self the fullest acknowledgment of his transcend- 
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gupta with many qualities which @ purer 


ing beyond allancient example. Cicero lived and 
died in faith, He has made converts to the be- 
lief in virtue, and had disciples in the wisdom of 
love, There have been dark periods in the histo- 

of man, when the feeble ray of religious instruc- 
tion paled before the torch of his generous philan- 
thropy. The gp which the great critic pro- 
nounced upon his excellence in oratory may be 
justly extended to the qualities of his heart, and 
even in our enlightened days it may be held no 
mean advance in virtue to venerate the master of 
Roman philosophy.” 





LORD MAHON’S HISTORY OF THE AME- 
RICAN REVOLUTION. 

COMPARABLY the best history of our 

struggle for independence that has been 
written by a foreigner is that of which we 
have the larger portion in the just-published 
fifth and sixth volumes of Lord Manon’s 
History of England from the Peace of Utrecht, 
comprising the period from 1768 to 1780— 
from the commencement of the popular dis- 
contents until the virtual conclusion of the 


war. 

The character of Lord Mahon as a historian 
has long been established. When Sismondi, 
in 1842, had brought his History of France 
down to the peace of Aix-la-Chapelle, he la- 
mented that he could no longer be guided by 
Lord Mahon, and expressed a hope that his 
brilliant labors” would be continued. The 

rtion of his work on which the illustrious 

renchman thus set the seal of his approval 
has been reprinted in this couatry by the 
Appletons, in two large volumes (embracing 
the first four of the original impression), care- 
fully and judiciously edited by Professor Henry 
Reed, of Philadelphia. It well indicates the 
right of its author to a place with the best 
British writers in this department. Histor 
was never before written so brilliantly or pro- 
foundly as in the last half century. Germany 
in this period has boasted her Schiller, Nie- 
buhr, Von Hammer, Heeren, Ranke, and 
two Mullers; France her Sismondi, Barrante, 
Thierrys, Michelet, Mignet, Guizot, and 





09 England her Mitford, Arnold, Thir]- 
‘Macaulay, 


Prescott, and Irving, to send to the next ages, 
Of the English authors we have mentioned, 
we regard Lord Mahon as in many respects 
the first; Hallam is a laborious and wise cri- 
tic; Thirlwall and Grote, in their province, 
have greatly increased the fame of British 
scholarship ; and Macaulay, brilliant and pic- 
turesque beyond any of his contemporaries, 
has an unprecedented popularity, which will 
last until the worthlessness of his opinions 
and the viciousness of his style are more just- 
ly appreciated than they are likely to be by 
the mobs of novel readers who in this gener- 
ation have preferred him to James and Ains- 
worth. Lord Mahon is the most legitimate 
successor of the greatest historian of his coun- 
try, David Hume. 

Although the chief subject of these new 
volumes is the American war, the general 
political history of England, from the decline 
of the fortunes of Bute through the adminis- 
tration of Grenville, Rockingham, Chatham, 
the Duke of Grafton, and Lord North, is il- 
lustrated and commented on as largely as the 
special purpose of the aufhor permitted ; and 
we have many striking passages respecting 
Wilkes and his various persecutions, the Let- 
ters of Junius and their authorship, and the 
common intellectual and material progress of 
the British empire. The spirit in which he re- 
gards our Revolution is illustrated by the fol- 
lowing paragraph, on the omen, by the 
House of Peers, of the conciliatory Bill by 
which Lord Chatham hoped, in 1775, to pre- 
vent the threatened separation of the colo- 
nies : 

“It may be proper, or at least pardonable, here 
to pause for an inquiry, what probable issue might 
have attended an opposite decision in the British 
Parliament? If the ministers had been defeated 
on this Bill, if, in consequence, they had resigned, 
and it had in other hands been carried through, 
would the Americans have accepted the measure 
cheerfully and readily—would it for a long time 
to come have closed the breach, and cemented the 
union with the Mother Country? From all. ihe 
facts and testimonies then or since made public, I 
answer without hesitation that it ‘wont The 
sword was then slumbering in its secabbard. On 
both sides there were injuries to redress, but not 
as yet bloodshed to avenge. It was only a quar- 
rel. It was not as yeta war. Even the boldest 
leaders of that war in after years, whether in 
council or the field, were still, in January, 1775, 
the firm friends of colonial subordination. Wasb- 
ington himself (and he at least was no dissembler 
—from him, at least, there never came any pro- 
mise or assurance that did not deserve the most 


Y | implicit credit) had only a few months before pre- 


sided at a meeting of Fairfax County, in Virginia. 
That meeting, while claiming relief of grievances, 
had also at his instance adopted the following Re- 
solve :—‘ That it is our greatest wish and inclina- 
tion, as well as interest, to continue our connection 
with, and dependence upon, the British Govern- 
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praised 
lag behind, but rather ex- 


tran the prevailing sentiment in 
macy of the colonies. To this fact we find an un- 





high a key for some of those 
provinces.’ With such feelings, how - 
wubbiayinve tiietealibe 


ever firmly rooted here and there, would of 
course be overpowered by a loyal and ma- 
jority. Nor do I believe that the proposal of a 
new grant to the Crown, and the uent ne- 
cessity of increased taxation to the people, would 
have interposed any serious obstacle. The load 
of taxation on the colonies was at this period light 
indeed: according to a caleulation made by Lord 
North in that very year, each inhabitant of Eng- 
land paid in taxes, upon an average, not less than 
twenty-five shillings annually; but each inhabitant 
of British —— _ _ aoe The ex- 
ience of the closely- ing Revoluti war 
= meen tor easily os peliier when their feclings 
were involved, the Americans could raise far 
oo supplies. And surely had Lord Chat- 
’s scheme prevailed, their feelings would have 
been involved. pee wee have been — 
t their — re — to 
taxes inci not in- 
ality or deaffection ; os that, when once their 
views of principle had been complied with, the 
_¢ould contribute with no sparing hand to the exi- 
gencies of their countrymen, and to the service of 
their king.” ‘ 

The opinion of Lord Mahon that, even after 
Burgoyne’s surrender, and the treaty of al- 
liance between France and America, the co- 
lonies might have been preserved, had Lord 
Chatham fived and returned to office, we 
think entirely erroneous. Our separation 
from England, though there had been no 
stamp act or tea tax, was inevitable. 

Lord Mahon is exceedingly fond of person- 
al portraiture, in which he is sometimes very 
successful. One of his most carefully-elabor- 
ated performances in this way has for its sub- 
ject Washington, and in the dozen pages he 
devotes to the analysis of the character of 
the great chief he has displayed his best abili- 
ties, though, we confess, without suggesting 
any thing very novel. He dislikes Franklin, 
and loses no ps teage of etn to him 
personal dishonesty. ¢ think the ence 


Y | cidentally, and as it were by chance, a 





of Mr. William B, Reed’s Life of President 
Reed is traceable in almost every allusion 
made by Lord Mahon to our philosopher. 
Without farther observation upon the quali- 
ties of the work, we avail ourselves of the pos- 
session of an early copy of it to present our 
readers with some of the most striking pas- 
sages pencilled in a hasty reading. 
Duri “years did Washington 

uring many years con- 
tinue to enjoy the oni and fulfil the duties 
of an independent eey gentleman. Field- 
sports divided his time wi cultivation and- 
improvement of his land, and the sales of his to- 
bacco; he showed kindness to his dependents, and 
hospitality to his friends; and having been elected 
one of the House of Burgesses in Virginia, he 


” | was, whenever that House met, exact in his at- 


tendance. To that well-regulated mind nothi 
within the course of its ordinary and appoin 
avocations seemed unworthy of its care. His 
ledgers and day-books were kept by himself; he 
took note of all the houses where k of 
hospitality, so that not even the s lest cour- 
tesies might pass by unremembered; and until 
his press of business in the Revolutionary War he 
was wont every evening to set down the yaria- 
tions of the weather during the preceding day. 
It was also his habit through life, whenever he 
wished to possess himself perfectly of the con- 
tents of any paper, to, transcribe it in his own 
hand, and apparently with deliberation, so that no 
point might cnoape his notice. Many copies of 
this kind were after his death found among his 
manuscripts. 

We may observe, however, that in the mind of 
Washington punctuality and precision did not, as 
we often find. them, turn in any degree to selfish- 
ness. On the ent. he was ra’ careless of 
small points where only his own comfort was con- 
cern Thus he could seldom be persuaded to 
take any remedy, or desist from any business, 
whenever he caught a cold, but used to say, “let 
it go as it came! 

Nor yet was his constant regularity of habits 
attended by undue formality of manner. In one 
of his most private letters there appears given in- 
den rule 
upon that subject:—“ As to the emen you 
mention I cannot charge myself with incivility, or 
what in my opinion is tantamount, ceremonious 
civility. 


dignity, beamed forth in every look as in eve 

word and deed. His first appearance and ad- 
dress might not convey the idea of superior tal- 
ents; such at least was the remark of his accom- 
plished countryman, Mr. Gallatin; but no man, 
whether friend or enemy, ever viewed without re- 


features of his mind, so 

roportions, that no on@juali 

rose salient above the rest. There were nome 
those ques, none of those warring emo- 
tions, e was 10 
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instantly quelled by the dominion of his will. He 
decided. surely, though he deliberated slowly ; 
nor could any urgency or peril move him from his 
serene composure, his calm and clear-headed good 
sense, Integrity and truth were also ever present 
in his mind, Not a single instance, as I believe, 
can be found in his whole career when he was im- 
pelled by any but an upright motive, or endeavor- 
ed to attain an object by any but worthy means. 
Sueh are some of the high qualities which have 
justly earned for General Washington the admira- 
tion ever of the country he opposed, and not 
merely the admiration but the gratitude and ‘af- 
fection of his own. Such was the pure and up- 
right spirit to which, when its toils were over and 
its earthly course had been run, was offered the 
unanimous honiage of the assembled Congress, all 
clad in deep mourning for their common loss, as 
to “the man first in war, first in and first 
in the hearts of his fellow-citizens.” At this day 


in the United States the reverence for his char- 
acter is, as it should be,tleep and universal, and 
not confined, as with nearly all our English states- 
men, to one party, one province, or one creed. 
Such reverence for Washington is felt even by 
those who wander furthest from the paths in 
which he trod. A President when recommending 


measures of aggression and invasion can still re- 
fer to him whose rule was ever to arm only in 
self-defence as to “the greatest and best of men !” 
States which exult in their bankruptcy as a proof 
of their superior shrewdness, and have devised 
“ Repudiation” as a newer and more graceful term 
for it, yet look up to their great General—the 
very soul of good faith and honor—with their re- 
verence unimpaired !” 
PATRICK HENRY. 

The colony of Virginia was the place, and the 
the year 1736 the time, of birth to Patrick Henry. 
His parents were in easy circumstances, but bur- 
thened with a numerous family ; they resided at 
a country seat to which the ambitious name of 
Mount Brilliant had been given. In childhood 
Patrick Henry gave little promise of distinction. 
His person is represented as having been coarse, 
his manners extremely awkward, his dress sloven- 
ly, and his aversion to study invincible. No per- 
suasion could bring him either to read or to work. 
At sixteen his father gave him means to open a 
small shop, which failed, however, in less than 
one year. Then he tried a small farm, and mar- 
ried ; then again he entered upon the life of a 
tradesman, but in a few years more was a bank- 
rupt, It was at this period that h¢ became ac- 
quainted with Mr. Jefferson, afterwards President 
of the United States. “Mr. Henry,” says Jeffer- 
son, “ had a little before broken up his store (shop), 
_or rai it had broken him up, but his misfor- 
tunes Were not to be traced either in his counte- 
nance or conduct. His manners had something of 
coarseness in them; his passion was music, danc- 





, and pleasantry. He excelled in the last, and 
eatedeehanan tan tote 
As a last. resource, Patrick 


informs ry 
period of six weeks. 
promising circumstances, and in the 
year 1763, he obtained a brief in the long-contest- 
ed cause then raging in Virginia between the 
clergy on the one side, and the legislature on the 
other, as regarding the stipends which the former 
claimed. On this occasion Henry, to the astonish- 
ment of all who knew him, poured forth a strain 
of such impassioned mr ames as not only carried 
the cause, contrary to all previous expectation, but 
laced him ever afterwards at the head of his pro- 
Fpesina in the colony. To this very day, says Mr. 
Wirt, writing in 1818, the impression remains, and 
the old people of that district think that no high- 
er compliment can be pea to any public speaker 
than to say of him in their home , “ He is 
almost equal to Patrick when he plead (pleaded) 
against the parsons !” 

The natural eloquence which on this occasion 
flashed forth from the coarse and unlettered Hen- 

, as the spark of fire from the flint, continued to 

istinguished him both as a Member of the House 
of Burgesses at Williamsburg, and afterwards as 
a member of Congress. He took from the first a 
bold and active part against the pretensions of the 
mother country ; indeed Mr. Jeflerson goes so far 
as to declare that “ Mr. Henry certainly gave the 
earliest impulse to the ball of revolution.” His 
most celebrated burst of oratory, or rather turn of 
phrase, was in this very year 1765, when descant- 
in the House of Burgesses on the tyranny of 
the Stamp Act. “Czsar—” he cried, in a voice 
of thunder and with an eye of fire—“ Caesar had 
his Brutus—Charles the First had his Cromwell— 
and George the Third”—“Treason!” here ex- 
claimed the Speaker, “Treason! Treason!” re- 
echoed from every part of the House. Henry did 
not for an instant falter, but fixing his eye firmly 
on the Speaker, he concluded his sentence thus 
“—-may profit by their example. If this be trea- 
son make the most of it !” 

Indolence and aversion to reading seemed al- 
most as natural to Henry’s mind as powers of de- 
bate. To the last he never overcame them. Thus, 
at his death, in 1799, his books were found to be 
extremely few, and these too consisting chiefly of 
odd volumes. But his gift of speech was (for his 
hearers) sufficiently supported by his fiery energy, 
his practical shrewdness, and his ever keen glance 
into the feelings and characters of others. Nor 
were these his only claims to his country’s favor. 
He retained the manners and customs of the com- 
mon people, with what his friendly biographer 
terms “religious caution—He dressed as plainly 
as the plainest of them,” continues Mr. Wirt, “ate 
only their homely fare, and drunk their simple be- 
verage, mixed with them on a footing of the most 
entire and perfect equality, and conversed with 
them even in their own vicious and depraved pro- 
nunciation.” By such means he soon acquired and 
long retained a large measure of popularity, and 
he applied himself with zeal success before 
any audience, and on every occasion which arose, 
to increase and tuate the estrangement be- 
tween the North American Colonies and England, 
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FRANKLIN. 

have biographers 
more difficult by having been in part their own. 
He was horn at Boston in 1706, the at of 
ten sons.  “ My father,” he says, “ intended to de- 
vote me, as the tithe of his sons, to the service of 
the Church ;” but on further reflection, the charges 
of a education were thought’too burthen- 
some, ung Benjamin became a journeyman 
printer. tron a very early age he showed a pas- 
sionate fondiess for reading, and much ingenuity 
in t, but, as he acknowledges, had at first 
eontracted a disputatious and wrangling turn of 
conversation. “Ihave since observed,” he says, 
“that persons of good sense seldom fall into. it, ex- 
cept lawyers, University-men, and generally men 
of all sorts who have been bred at Edinburgh.” 

Young Franklin was at first bound apprentice 
to one of his elder brothers, a printer at Boston ; 
but some differences arising between them, he 

led to Philadelphia, where he soon obtained 
employment, and ere long set up for himself. His 
success in life was secured by his great frugality, 
industry, and shrewdness. in his own words: “I 
spent no time in taverns, games, or frolics of any 
kind ; reading was the only amusement I allowed 
myself.” His knowledge and shrewdness,—great 
zeal in urging any improvements, and great inge- 
nuity in promoting them,—speedily raised him 
high in the estimation of his fellow-townsmen, and 
enabled him to take a forward part in all the af- 
fairs of his province. In England, and indeed all 
Europe, he me celebrated - his experiments 
and discoveries in electricity. These may deserve 
the greater credit when we recollect both their 
ical utility and their unassisted progress,— 
ww much the pointed rods which he introduced 
have tended to avert the dangers of lightning, and 
how far removed was Franklin at the time from 
all scientific society, libraries, or patronage 

It has also been stated by no less an authority 
in science than Sir Humphrey Davy, that “the 
style and manner of Dr. Franklin’s publication on 
Electricity are almost as worthy of admiration as 
the doctrine it contains.” The same remark may 
indeed be applied to all his writings. All of them 
are justly celebrated for their clear, plain, and 
lively style, free from every appearance of art, 
but, in fact, carefully pointed and nicely poised. 
In public speaking, on the other hand, he was 
much less eminent. His last American biographer 
observes of him, that he never even pretended to 
the accomplishments of an orator or debater. He 
seldom spoke in a deliberative assembly, except 
for some special object, and then only for a few 
minutes at a time. 

Asa slight instance of Franklin’s humor and 
shrewdness in all affairs of common life I may 
quote the following: “Question. I am about 
courting a girl I have had but little acquaintance 
with. How shall I come to a knowledge of her 
faults? Answer. Commend her among her fe- 
male acquaintance !” 

Whether in science and study, or in politics and 
action, the great aim of Franklin’s mind was ever 

tical utility. Here again we may quote Sir 
umphrey Davy as saying of Franklin that he 
sought rather to make philosophy a useful inmate 
and servant in the common habitations of man, 
-than to preserve her merely as an object of ad- 





miration in temples and 
fairs he hada 


oor 
aye tach. aun. apie os 


likewise a benevolent concern for the public 

Nor was he ever indifferent to cases of individual 
grievance or hardship. In the pursuit of his ob- 
jects, public or private, he was, beyond most other 


men, sagacious, wary; neither above 
business nor yet below it; never turned aside from 
it by flights of fancy nor yet by bursts of ion. 

— the good qualities which we a 
just cause ascribe to Franklin we cannot number 
any firm reliance on the truths of Revelation. 
Only five weeks before his death we find him ex- 

a cold approbation of the “ system of morals” 
ueathed to us by “ Jesus of Nazareth:” In his 
Memoirs he declares that he always believed in 
the existence of a Deity and a future state of re- 
wards and punishments, but he adds that al 
he continued to adhere to his first—the Presby- 
terian—sect, some of its dogmas a ed to him 
unintelligible, and others doubtful. “I early ab- 
sented myself from the public assemblies of the 
sect ; and I seldom attended any public worship ; 
Sunday being my studying day. 

Such being Franklin’s own practice, and such 
his own description of it as to public worship, it 
seems worthy of note that it was he who in the 
American Convention brought forward a motion 
for daily prayers. “I have lived, Sir,” said he, “a 
long time, and the longer I live the more con- 
vineing proofs I see of this truth, that God governs 
in the affairs of men. And if a sparrow cannot 
fall to the ground without his notice, is it probable 
that an empire can rise without his aid?” But in 
spite of this most earnest appeal the motion was 
rejected, since, as we are told, “the Convention, 
except three or four persons, thought prayers un- 
necessary.” 

The accomplished American biographer, by 
whom this last incident is recorded, ex in 
the same passage dé@p regret that Dr. Franklin 
did not bestow more attention than he seems to 
have done on the evidences of Christianity. And 
indeed there are several indications that he was 
less well acquainted with points of Christian faith 
and discipline than with almost any other subject. 
One of thesé indications, and surely a most s 
one, occurs in the Private Diary which he kept at 
Passy during part of 1784. It appears that two 
young American gentlemen had come over to 
London with the view of entering Holy Orders, 
but that the Archbishop of Canterbury refused 
them Ordination unless they would take the Oath 
of Allegiance. In this dilemma Franklin actually 
applied to the Pope’s Nuncio at Paris to ascertain 
whether a Roman Catholic Bishop in America 
might not perform the ceremony for them as Pro- 
testants, and he transcribes as remarkable the na- 
tural reply: “The Nuncio says the thing is im- 
possible unless the gentlemen become Roman Ca- 
tholics.” 

The religious scepticism or indifference of 
Franklin, which his present biographers justly la- 
ment, was, however, in his own day, a recommen- 
dation and a merit with the French philosophists, 
On the other hand, his hostility to land en- 
deared him to the French politicians. On both 
these grounds, as well as from his high scientific 
attainments, he found himself during his residence 
of several years at Paris in no common measure 
courted, flattered, and caressed. A fine verse, one 
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years, 
to a great extent the 
ee eaiuanmnaed nate, 
and ed his long white hair to flow down near- 
ly to his shoulders. His clothes were of the plain- 
socal ohn Gnebtowtret tr The Parisians 
of that period, ever swa) external im 
sions, were greatly with, and in their ‘writ. 
ings freq refer to, his venerable aspect, and 
him by turns to all the sages of 
ble that his Quaker-like 
to invest him in their es- 


E. 

It so —— Arpt or ae of ae ay 
Fayette, still in his teens, serving as a subal- 
tern with the French army, was — with his 
regiment at Metz. It happened also that in the 
course of a foreign tour their Royal Highnesses of 
Gloucester a few days in that town. The 
inci cers entertained the Duke at dinner, 
when the conversation turned to the last news 
from Philadelphia and the new Declaration of In- 
dependence. Being at that period offended with 
his Conrt, from its neglect of the Duchess, the 
Duke indulged in Opposition topics, and, in some 
degree at least, took the of the Americans. 
ps a ls ate Fayette. ne 
with eagerness, longed the conversation by 
asking Scatiwuel do Royal guest. The cause 
of the colonies that had risen against England 
seemed to him just and noble, even on the show- 
ing of one of the English princes; and before he 
lef the table, the thonght e into his head that 
he would go to America, and offer the Americans 
his services. He determined to return to Paris, 
and make further inquiries. His inquiries being 
mainly addressed to Silas Deane and other zealous 
friends of the insurgents, could not fail to confirm 
him in his first impressions. He became fired 
with an ardent zeal for Republican principles and 
the American cause, That zeal coutinued ever 


ore, as I con- 
ceive, than any strength of mind or talents of his 
own. Few men have ever been so conspicuous 
from afar with so little, when closely viewed, of 
real weight or dimension. As a it can 
scarcely be pretended that his exploits were either 
many or considerable. As an orator, we look in 
vain for any high powers of debate. As a states- 
man, we find only an undistinguishing eagerness to 


It was said by Napoleon at St. Helena, that 


La Fayette was a ability, either in 
rn Pie. . - 





| dissimulation, and swa 


nn | 


ile conduct of the in 1815; yet it will 
nee Mins more easy by any irer of 
Fayette to impugn the good faith of the 
etre than the general accuracy of the 


The fortune of La Fayette was ample, his year- 
ly income being little short of two hundred thov- 
sand livres ; and his connexions, as we have seen, 
were among the first at Court. Under such circum- 
stances, Silas Deane felt the vast importance of 
securing him. An ent was concluded he- 
tween them, by the intervention of one Mr. Car- 
michael (for as yet La Fayette spoke no English, 
and Deane little French), according to the terms 
of which the Marquis de La Fayette was to join 
the American service, and to receive from Con- 
gress the rank of Major-General—no slight temp- 
tation to a stripling of nineteen! La Fayette was 
to be accompanied, or rather attended, by the 
Baron de Kalb and eleven other officers of lower 
rank, seeking service in America. He sent, in 
secret, an agent to Bordeaux, there to purchase 
and prepare a vessel for their voyage. Mean- 
while he made an excursion of three weeks to 
London, where his kinsman, the Marquis de 
Noailles, was ambassador. He was presented to 
the King, and graciously received. He saw at the 
opera General Clinton, who had come home ona 
winter leave of absence, and who was next to 
meet him on a field of battle in America. But, 
mindful of his own hostile designs, he deemed it 

to forbear from prying into the military 
forces of the kingdom, and declined an invitation 
to visit the naval armament at Portsmouth. 

On his return to France, La Fayette bade fare- 
well to his young wife, leaving four months 
gone with child, and set out for Bordeaux. Thus 
far all had prospered according to his wishes. But 
at Bordeaux he found that his preparations had 
been discovered and complained of by Lord Stor- 
mont, and that a LETTRE DE cacHET for his arrest 
was already issued. Nevertheless, he did not re 
linquish his desi He crossed the Spanish fron- 
tier in the disg'se of a courier, found his vessel at 
Pasages, and there embarked with his companions. 
Towards the middle of June he landed on the coast 
of Carolina ; and.after a few days’ rest, pursued his 
route to Philadelphia. His reception oe Con- 
— not at first.a warm one ; but La Fayette 

ed that he would accept no pay, and was 
willing to serve as a volunteer; and under these 
circumstances, the Assembly fulfilled the terms of 
the secret agreement, and bestowed on him the 
rank of Major-General. 

At Philadelphia La Fayette saw the American 
troops for the first time, and, according to his own 
account, was struck with their gr ue appear: 
ance—with green boughs fastened to their hats— 
coarse hunting-shirts instead of uniforms—and 
muskets, many wanting bayonets, and all of un- 
equal make and size. But he soon learnt to think 
more favorably of these raw levies, when, notwith- 
standing all their di tages, he observed their 
conduct in the field. With regard to their com- 
mander, his early im ions never It 
was also at Philadelphia, and at a dinner-table, 
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in obstacle, aoe et tr om gree 
no vi 
served with, or mre 


Thus there are still preserved self, 


i ed and scarcely intelligible notes 

, during the  - time that he 

served as general of cavalry. Still worse was the 
case of Baron Steuben, a veteran of the school of 
Frederick the Second, who joined the Americans a 
few months later than La Fayette, and who greatly 
drill, nor 


preter! He was, therefore, most fortunate in se- 

curing as his aid-de-camp Oaptain Walker of New- 

York—most fortunate, if, as his American biogra- 

perhaps, another 

in the army, unless Hamilton be excepted, 

could. speak French and English so as to be 
understood in both.” 


pro: 


not tly to his credi be- 
res eciocasants mecchedadcanes 
satisfaction by himself. He states, that soon after 
his arrival in America, and while a ing on 
Sunday the service of the Church of Eng he 
was 


with the clergyman, because in his 

sermon he had. said nothing at all of politics, 
charged him.to-his face,” says. La Fayette, “ with 
.. + But next 


in, when his loud invectives against 
‘the execrable House of Hanover,’ showed that he 


was ready and willing to take my good advice.” 
TOOKE. 





ilaak RerOinqpboenn a. Oo. ahepe ond the 
Scotch Peers in yeas seemns 200. sold not 
fail to be acquitted!” But alth these ardent 
patriots might differ a little as to the means, they 
were. bent on one and the same end; and the Re- 
ears Rogen ey 3. gly salle oxy 
to have been framed by their united wis- 
As thus drawn up it teemed with silly va- 
ies fit only to please the lowest order of intel- 
Dax. eae grapes Sah a ey would for 
ever remove from hi presence and eouncile all his 
Ministers and Secretaries of State, especially Lord 
Mansfield (who by the way was not one of them), 
and that His Majesty w Seo an Pa OE, 
Scotchman into administration 


THE CHARACTER OF WILKES. 
He was born in 1727, the son of a rich distil- 
ler, Early in life he set. up a brewery for him- 
but soon relinquished the wearisome business. 
Early in life also he improved his fortune by his 
marriage with the ter and heiress of the ce- 
lebrated Dr. Mead, the author of the “Treatise on 
Poisons.” But this lady, being of maturer age 
than himself, and of slight attractions, 
was speedily slighted, and he left her with as 
much disgust as he had his brewery. In 1757 he 
was elected Member of Parliament for Aylesbury, 
but never Near an —- as an orator, his 
speeches being, tho i t, yet feeble. In 
Sautls Spe, dand wp. grand shite: a any kind, but 
dauntless courage and high animal spirits. Nor 
should we deny him another much rarer praise,— 
a vein of good humor and kindliness, which did 
not forsake him h all his long career, 
amidst the riot of debauchery or the rancor of 
faction. So agreeable and insinuating was his 
conversation, that more than one fair dame as she 
listened found herself forget his sinister squint and 
his ill-favored countenance, He used to say of 
himself in a laughing strain, that though he was 
the ugliest man in land, he wanted nothing 
to e him even with the handsomest but half 
an hour at starting! Politics indeed seemed at 
first wholly alien from Wilkies’s sphere; gayety 
and gallantry were his peculiar objects. For 
some time he reigned the oracle of green-rooms 
and the delight of taverns, In conjunction with 
other. ki spirits, as Paul Whitehead and Sir 
Francis Dashwood, amounting in all to twelve, 
he rented Medmenham Abbey, near Marlow. It 
is a secluded and beautiful spot on the banks of 
the Thames, with hanging woods that slope down 
to the crystal stream, a grove of venerable elms, 
and meadows of the softest 


by Wilk 
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of the late Archbishop of Canterbury, who had 
been Secretary of Frederick Prince. of Wales, 
and had since shown ability and gained office in 
the House of Commons, but was (as well became 
one of Wilkes’s friends) of lax morals in his pri- 
vate life. The result of their joint authorship, 
however, has little wit or talent to make an 

amends for the blasphemy and lewdness wi 

which it abounds. As the original had been in- 
scribed by Pope to Lord Bolingbroke, so was the 
parody by Wilkes to Lord Sandwich ; thus it be- 
gan, “ Awake my Sandwich!” instead of “ Awake 
my St. John!” Thus also, in ridicule of Warbur- 
ton’s well-known commentary, some burlesque 
notes were Cg cen in the name of the Right 
Reverend the Bishop of Gloucester. 

This worthless poem had remained in manu- 
script, and lain in Wilkes’s desk, until in the pre- 
vious spring he had occasion to set up a at 
his own house, and was tempted to print fourteen 
on only as presents to his boon companions. 
Of one of these copies the Government obtained 
possession, through a subordinate agent, and by not 
very creditable means, and Lord Sandwich hold- 
ing it forth in his hand with the air of injured in- 
nocence, denounced it as not only scandalous and 
impicus, but also as a breach of Privilege against 
the Bishop as a Peer of Parliament. He likewise 
complained of another profane parody, written by 
the same hand, and printed on the same occasion ; 
this last was entitled, “The vent creator para- 

”” The most offensive passages of both 
were now by Lord Sandwich’s order read aloud 
to the House, until Lord Lyttleton with a groan 
entreated that they might hear no more ! 

In the discussion which ensued, Bishop Warbur- 
ton, forgetting that such ribaldries could not really 
tarnish his character, showed a heat which little 
became it. He exclaimed that the blackest fiends 
in Hell would disdain to keep company with 
Wilkes,—and then asked pardon of Satan for 
comparing them together! Both the Earl and 
Bishop in their passion would have readily over- 
leaped the common forms of justice. The former, 
after producing evidence at the Bar as to the au- 
thorship of Wilkes, wished the House to take 
measures for his prosecution, without the least de- 
lay. But the Peers, although readily agreeing to 
vote the two parodies blasphemous and breaches 
of Privilege, resolved, on the motion of Lord Mans- 
field, to adjourn all further questions until the day 
after the next, so as to give Wilkes the opportu- 
nity, if he desired it, of alleging any matter in de- 
nial or defence. 

LORD THURLOW. 


With all his faults and shortcomings there was 
that in Thurlow which overawed and daunted his 
cqntemporaries, and of which the impression is 
not wholly lost even on ity. It'was a say- 
ing of Mr. Fox, that no man ever yet was so wise 
pot aro et His countenance ‘was fraught 
with sense ; his aspect stately and commanding ; 
his brow broad, massy, and armed ‘with terrors 
like that of the’Olympian Jove, to which indeed 


;| debate. Perha 





it was often compared. His voice loud, sonorous, 
and as er thunder in the distance, augmented 
the effect of his fierce and terrible invective. Few 
indeed were they who did not quail before his 
frown ; fewer amen Ae Sood onset in 
no ern ish states: 
in the House insta Aihehel: ea aiidr'en sonal 
dreaded. In iament, as at the bar, his 
speeches were home thrusts, conveying the 
strongest arguments or keenest reproofs in the 
plainest and clearest words. His enemies might 
accuse his style of being coarse, and sometimes 
even ungrammatical, but they could never deny 
its energy or its effect. In private life Thurlow 
was remarkable for his thorough knowledge of the 
Greek and Latin writers ; a no less for his skil] 
in argument and brilliant —_— of conversation, 
While yet at the bar, Dr. Johnson said of him to 
Boswell : “ I honor Thurlow, sir ; Thurlow is a fine 
fellow ; he fairly puts his mind to yours.” And 
after he became Chancellor, the same high author- 
ity added: “I would prepare myself for no man 
in England but Lord Thurlow. When I am to 
meet him, I should wish to know a day before.” 
Unless with ladies, his manner was always un- 
couth, and his voice a constant growl. But be- 
neath that rugged rind there appears to have 
lurked much warmth of affection kindliness 
of heart. Many acts of generous aid and unso- 
licited bounty are récorded of him. Men of learm- 
ing and merit seldom needed any other recom- 
mendation to his favor. Thus, on reading Hors- 
ley’s “ Letters to Dr. Priestly,” he at once obtain- 

for the author a stall at Gloucester, saying 
—what I earnestly wish all other Chancellors 
had borne in mind—*that those who sup 
the Church should: be supported by it.” Never- 
theless his temper, even when in some measure 
sobered down by age, was always liable to violent 
and unreasonable starts of passion. It is related 
by a gentleman who dined with him at Brighton 
only a few months before his death—for I must 
ever hold that great characters are best por- 
trayed by little circumstances—that a plateful of 
peaches being brought in, the ex-Chancellor, in- 
censed at their ill ap ordered the window 
to be opened, and not only the peaches but the 
whole desert to be thrown out ! 

EDMUND BURKE. 


rious whole! To give examples of these merits 
would be to transcribe half his works. Yet still 
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Burke, this trite topic beams forth, not 
with the hues of uence, but even with 
the bloom of novelty. He invites us to “ an amica- 
ble conflict with difficulty. Difficulty is a severe 
instructor set over, us by the supreme ordinance 
of a parental guardian and legislator, who knows 
us better than we know ourselves, as he loves us 
better too, He that wrestles with us strengthens 
our nerves and ns our skill. Our antagonist 
is our helper!” “If amidst so much of eloquence 
and feeling as Burke’s writings display we are de- 
sired to seek for faults, we shall find them, not in 
the want, but only in the exuberance and over- 
flow of beauties. The palate becomes re set 
80 oe yoerenl the eye dazzled by so m 
glare. His metaphors, fraughi with fancy though 
they be, are often bold; they seem both too nu- 
merous and strained too far ; they sometimes cease 
to please, and occasionally border even on the lu- 
dicrous and low. Of this defect, as of his excel- 
lences, a single instance shall suffice me. In the 
“Letter toa Noble Lord,” in 1796, Burk compares 
the Duke of Bedford to a lamb already marked 
for —— by the Marats and Robespierres of 
France, but still unconscious of his doom, “ pleased 
to the last,” and who “licks the hand just raised 
to shed his blood.” Thus far the simile is eon- 
ducted with admirable force and humor. But not 
satisfied with his success, Burke goes further; he 
insists on leading us into the shambles, and makes 
the revolutionary butchers inquire as to their du- 
al victim, “how he cuts up? how he tallows in 
the caul or on the kidneys?” A from the 
beauty of the style, the value, as I conceive, of 
Burke’s writings, is subject to one not unimportant 
deduction. For most lofty and far-sighted views 
polities they will never be consulted in vain. 
the other hand, let no man e to find in 
them just or accurate, or even consistent, delinea- 
tions of contemporary character. Where eternal 
are at stake, Burke was inaccessible to 
or to fear. Where only persons are con- 
cerned, he was often misled by resentments or by 


ers of his were not reserved solely for his 
speeches or his writings; they appeared to no less 
advantage in his familiar conversation, Even the 
trivial topics could elicit, even the most ig- 
perant hearers could discern, his genius. “ Sir,” 
said Dr. Johnson, “if Burke were to go into a sta- 
ble to see his horse dressed, the hostler would say, 
Wehave had an extraordinary manhere!” Onother 
occasions, also, the author of “ Rasselas” extols 
im as “never unwilling to begin conversation, 
never at a loss to it on, never in haste to 
leave it off” His attempts at wit, indeed, were 
not always successful, ond he might be accused of 
an inordinate affection for quibbles and puns. His 
favorite niece, and latterly his guest, was some- 
times provoked into a—“ Really, uncle, that is 
pone But u the whole it may be as- 
. that in social converse Burke was equalled 
by none of his contem ies and his country- 
men, except only Dr. J himself and perha 
Lord Thurlow. 4 P ro, 
We have no more room for further ex- 
tracts; those we have made illustrate the 
temper and the style of the work, and will 
conimend it to the favorable consideration of 


readers. Among subjects treated 


most elaborately is that of the authorship of 
Junius; but Lord Mahon has no new facts 
for the vindication of his judgment, that Sir 
Philip Francis was unquestionably the writer 
of the famous letters under that name. 

There is an appendix to each volume; and 
in the appendix of one, and in the notes of 
both, are some curious illustrations of the 
worthlessness of Mr. Sparks’s editions of the 
writings of Washington and Franklin. We 
first. called attention to this subject some five 
years ago, and after the changes, &c. of Mr. 
Sparks had been pointed out in The Interna- 
tional, a series of carefully —— criticisms 
appeared in the Hoening Post, in which the 
discrepancies between the original letters of 
Washington were exhibted to a degree that at 
once and for ever destroyed the good reputation 
of Mr. Sparks in this department. He chose 
not to take any notice of the disclosures to 
which we refer, but it may be that Lord Ma- 
hon’s criticism will secure his attention, and 
an attempt, at least, for his vindication. Be- 
sides his comparisons of MS. and printed let- 
ters in the appendix, Lord Mahon has seve- 
ral allusions to the subject, of which we quote 
specimens : 

“Some samples of the manner in which that 
gentleman (Mr. Sparks) has thought himself at 
liberty to tamper with the original MSS., will be 
found,” de. 

“Mr. Sparks has printed no part of the corres- 
——— precisely as Washington wrote it, but 

as greatly altered, and as he thinks, corrected 
and embellished it. Such a liberty with the writ- 
ings of such a man might be justifiable, nay, even 
in some respects necessary, if Washington and his 
principal contemporaries had been still alive; but 
the date of this publication, the year (1838), leaves, 
as I conceive, no adequate vindication for tamper- 
ing with the truth of history.” 

“ Washington, however, in his public letter to 
Congress (unless Mr. Jared Sparks has improved 
this passage), says,” dic. 

“TI know not whether my readers will concur 
with me in liking Washington’s own and though 
home-spun, excellent cloth, much better than the 
‘Cobweb schemes and gauze coverings’ which 
have, it seems, been manufactured in its place.” 


A complete errata to Mr. Sparks’s editions 
of Washington, Franklin, and Gouverneur 
Morris, would occupy several volumes; and 
we do not remember one instance in which 
his alterations were justifiable, or in which 
they were really an improvement in point 
of style. The reprobation with which Mr. 
Sparks has been visited by the learned and 
judicious of his own country and England will 
be a warning to future laborers in the same 
field. The works edited by Mr. Sparks are 
no longer, we believe, regarded by historical 
students as of ‘the slightest value as authori- 
ties, and no faithfulness or excellence which 
may be displayed in future works from his 
hand will retrieve his lost reputation. 

These volumes will be reprinted imme- 





diately by the ‘Appletons. 








FAUST OF WITTENBERG AND FUST OF 
—— ese nares tat 


y would obey the injunction of 
Thins besone, who thought it not inexpe- | strong 


dient for those who seek to-enlighten man- 
kind on any particular subject, first to acquire 
some knowledge thereof themselves, so that 
the labor of readers should not so generall 
be profitless. In an article by Bishop Moll. 
vaine, and another in Frazer’s Magazine, by 
an anonymous contributor, the exercise of 
necromancy is imputed to Fust, the inventor 
or supposed inventor of printi Nine of 
every ten persons who write any thing on the 
subject fall into the same error; they have 
something always to say of Fust and the de- 
vil; curious anecdotes to rehearse of the mul- 
tiplication of copies of the Scriptures in Paris 
and elsewhere; spells and incantations by 
the inventor of the “black” art to describe, 
&o. But this is all induced by ignorance of 
the facts. John Fust, the putative inventor 
of printing, was a shrewd silversmith, and 
we suspect a knavish one, for without having 
any thing to do with the invention of the 
“art preservative of arts,” he managed to 
rob another of the credit and profit of it. He 
was, however, never in Paris; he was never 
in his lifetime accused of the exercise of ma- 
gical arts; he simply endeavored to make 
as much money as he could in Germany by 
underselling the copyists in the book market. 
All stories in which necromancy is attributed 
to him or to any other printer ; all accounts 
of the opposition of the priests to t phy 
as an infernal invention; in fine, the whole 
popular idea of Faust and the devil, is a mo- 
dern contrivance, and originated in this man- 
ner: Some bookmaker, about the year 1580, 
undertook to write a history of printing; he 
had an indistinet recollection of Professor 
Faustus.of the University of Wittenberg, and 
in his book blended as many of his adventures 
as he could remember with the memoirs of 
John Fust the printer; and from that day a 
succession of ignorant chroniclers have con- 
sidered two men, of totally different charac- 
ters, living at different times, as one individual. 
Faust, the necromancer, was born in the 
duchy of Weimer in 1491, twenty-five years 
after the printer is understood to have died. 
He is mentioned by Melancthon, Wierus, and 
many, other cotemporary writers, and was 
probably in his time not less distinguished as 
a magician than Agrippa or Albertus Magnus. 
It is related. of him by Godwin, that he was 
in his youth adopted by an uncle, dwelling in 
the city of Wittenberg, who had no children. 
Here he-was sent to.college, and was soon 
distinguished by the greatness of his talents, 
and the rapid progress he made in every s 
cies of learning: that was put. before him. He 
was destined, by his relative to the profession 
of theology. But he.is said ungraciously to 
have-set at naught his uncle’s pious intentions. 
He went through. his. examinations . with.ap- 





plause; and carried off all the first prizes 
mere sixteen com jhe there*e ob- 
pera, doctor in divinity; but 
his suecess only made him proud and head- 
. He disdained his theological emi- 
nence, and sighed for distinction as a man of 
the world. He took his degree as a doctor 
of medicine, and aspired to celebrity as a 
dg cig ae of physic. About the same time 
fell in with certain cotemporaries, of tastes 
similar to his own, and associated with them 
in the study of Ohaldean, Greek, and Arabic 
science, of strange incantations and superna- 
tural influences, in short, of all the arts of a 
sorcerer. 

Having made such progress as he could by 
dint of study and intense application, he at 
length resolved to prosecute his purposes still 
further by actually raising the devil. He hap- 
pened one evening to walk in a thick, dark 
wood, within a short distance from Witten- 
berg, when it occurred to him that that was 
a fit place for executing his design. He stop- 
ped at a solitary spot where four roads met, 
and made use of his wand to mark out a large 
circle, and then two small ones within the 
larger. In one of these he fixed himself, ap- 
propriating the other for the use of his ex- 
pected visitor. He went over the precise 
range of charms and incantations, omitting 
nothing. It was now dark night, between 
the ninth and tenth hours. The devil mani- 
fested himself by the usual signs of his ap- 

nce. ‘“ Wherefore am I called?” said 

e, “ and what is it that you demand?” “TI 

a rejoined Faustus, “that you should 

ulously attend unto me, answer my inqui- 
ries, and fulfil my behests.” 

Immediately upon Faustus pronouncing 
these words, there followed a tumult over- 
head, as if heaven and earth were coming to- 
gether. The trees in their topmost branches 
bended to their very roots. It seemed as if 
the whole forest were peopled with devils, 
making a crash like a thousand wagons, hur- 
rying to the right and left, before and behind, 
in every possible direction, with thunder and 
lightning, and the continual discharge of great 
cannon. Hell appeared to have emptied it- 
self to have furnished the din. There suc- 
ceeded the most charming music from all sorts 
of instruments, and sounds of hilarity and 
dancing. Next came a report as of a tourna- 
ment, and the clashing of innumerable lances. 
This lasted so long, that Faustus was man 
times about to rush out of the circle in whie 
he had inclosed himself, and to abandon his 
preparations, His courage and resolution, 
however, got. the better; and he remained 
immovable. He. pursued his incantatiors 
without intermission. Then came to the very 
edge of the circle a griffin first, and next a 
dragon, which in the midst of his enchant- 
ments grinned at him horribly with his teeth, 
but finally fell down at his feet, and extended 
his length to many rood. Faustus persisted. 
Then eueceeded a sort of fireworks, a pillar 
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and a man on fire at the top, who 

down; and there immediately ap- 

a number of globes here and there 
red-hot, while the man on fire went and came 
to every part of the circle for a quarter of an 
hour. At length the devil came forward in 
the shape aie ay monk, and asked Faustus 
what he w . Faustus adjourned their fur- 
ther conference, and appointed the devil to 
come to him at his lodging. 

He in the mean time busied himself in the 
necessary preparations. He entered his study 
at the appointed time,and found the devil 
waiting for him. Fav told him that he 
had prepared certain apti¢ 9 which it was 
D that the dem d fally accord, 
—that should aa Tim at all times, 
when required, for al tie-days of his life ; 
that he should bring Btw thing he 

‘@ome to him in any 
shape that Faustus required, or be invisible, 
and Faustus should be invisible too whenever 
he desired it; that he should deny him no- 
thing, and answer him with ect veracity 
to every thing he demanded. To some of 
these requisitions the spirit could not consent, 
without authority from his master, the chief 
of devils. At len; all these concessions 
were adjusted. The devil on his part also 
prescribed his conditions. That Faustus 
should abjure the Christian religion and all 
reverence for the supreme God; that he 
should enjoy the entire command of his at- 
tendant demon for a certain term of years ; 
and that at the end of that period the devil 
should dispose of him, body and soul, at his 
pleasure [the term was fixed for twenty-four 
years] ; that he should at all times steadfastly 
refuse to listen to any one who should desire 
to convert him, or convince him of the error 
of his ways, and lead him to repentance ; that 
Faustus should draw up a writing containing 
these particulars, and sign it with his blood ; 
that he should deliver this writing to the 
devil, and keep a duplicate of it himself, that 
80 there might be no misunderstanding. It 
was farther appointed by Faustus, that the 
devil should usually attend him in the habit 
of a cordelier, with a pleasing countenance 
and an insinuating demeanor. Faustus also 
asked the devil his name, who answered that 
he was usually called Mephistophiles. 

Numerous adventures of Faustus are re- 
lated in the German histories. It is said that 
the emperor Charles V. was at Inspruck, at 
a time when Faustus also resided there. His 
courtiers informed the emperor that Faustus 
was in the town, and Charles expressed a de- 
siretosee him. He was introduced. Charles 
asked him whether he could really perform 
such wondrous feats as were reported of 
him. Faustus modestly replied, inviting the 
emperor to make trial of his skill. “‘ Then,” 
said Charles, “ of all the eminent personages 
T have ever read of, Alexander the Great is 
the man who most excites my curiosity, and 
whom it would most gratify my wishes to see 
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in the form in which he lived.” Faustus 
it was out of his power truly to 
the dead, but that he had spirits at his 
command who had often seen that great con- 
queror, and that Faustus would willin 
him before the emperor as he requi 
e conditioned that Charles should not speak 
to him, nor attempt to touch him. The em- 
peror promised compliance. After a few 
ceremonies, therefore, Faustus opened a door, 
and brought in Alexander exactly in the form 
in which he had lived, with the same gar- 
ments, and every circumstance correspond- 
ing. Alexander made his obeisance to the 
emperor, and walked several times round 
him, The queen of Alexander was then in- 
troduced in the same manner. Charles just 
then recollected he had read that Alexander 
had a wart on the nape of his neck; and 
with proper precantions Faustus allowed the 


emperor to examine the ot gga by this 
ome Alexander then’ vanished. “ 

As Faustus was approaching the last year 
of his term, he seemed resolved to per 
his appetite with eve ies of lente. 
He carefully accumulated all the materials of 
voluptuousness and magnificence. He was 
particularly anxious in the selection of wo- 
men who should serve for his pleasures. He 
had one Englishwoman, one Hungarian, one 
French, two of Germany, and* two from dif- 
ferent parts of Italy, all of them eminent for 
the perfections which characterized their dif- 
ferent countries. 

At length he arrived at the end of the term 
for which he had contracted with the devil. 
For two or three years before it expired his 
character gradually altered. He became sub- 
ject to fits of despondency, was no longer 
susceptible of mirth and amusement, and re- 
flected with bitter agony on the close in 
which the whole must terminate. He assem- 
bled his friends together at a grand entertain- 
ment, and when it was over, addressed them, 
telling them that this was the last day of his 
life, reminding them of the wonders with 
which he had frequently astonished them, 
and informing them of the condition upon 
which he had held this power. They, one 
and all, expressed the sorrow at the 
intelligence. They had the idea of some- 
thing unlawful in his proceedings ; but their 
notions had ‘been very far from ooning up te 
the truth, They regretted exceedingly that 
he had not been un in his communi- 
cations at an earlier period. They would 
have had recourse in Lis behalf, to the means 
of religion, and have applied to pious. men, 
desiring them to employ their power to inter- 
cede with Heaven in his favor. Prayer and 
penitence might have done much for him ; 
and the mercy of Heaven was unbounded. 
They advised him to still call upon God, and 
endeavor to secure an interest in the merits 
of the Saviour. 

Faustus assured them that it was all in 
vain, and that his tragical fate was inevitable. 
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He led them to their sleeping apartment, and 
recommended to them to pass the night as 
they could, but by no means, whatever they 
joe sole hear, to come out of it; as 
their interference could in no way be benefi- 
cial to him, and might be attended with the 
most serious injury to themselves. They lay 
still, therefore, as he had enjoined them ; but 
not one of them could close his eyes. Be- 
tween twelve and one in the night they heard 
first a furious storm of wind round all sides 
of the house, as if it would have torn away 
the walls from their foundations. This no 
sooner somewhat abated, than a noise was 
heard of discordant and violent hissing, as if 
the house was full of all sorts of venomous 
reptiles, but which plainly proceeded from 
Faustus’s chamber. Next they heard the 
doctor’s room-door vehemently burst open, 
and cries for help uttered with dreadful ago- 
ny, but in a half-suppressed voice, which pre- 
sently grew fainter and fainter. Then every 
thing became still, as if the everlasting mo- 
tion of the world was suspended. 

When at length it became broad day, the 
students went in a body to the doctor’s apart- 
ment. But he was nowhere to be seen. Onl 
the walls were found smeared with his blood, 
and marks as if his brains had been dashed 
out. His body was finally discovered at some 
distance from the house, his limbs dismem- 
bered, and marks of great violence about the 
features of his face. The students gathered 
up the mutilated parts of his body, and af- 
forded them private burial at the temple of 
Mars, in the village where he died. 





SOME SMALL POEMS. 
WRITTEN FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MONTHLY MAGAZINE, 
BY R. H. STODDARD. 


A PROLOGUE. 


OUT, the winds of Winter blow; 
Without, the Winter sifts its snow: 
‘Within, the hearths are warm and bright, 
And all the chambers full of light, 
And we in are gathered here, 
To greet the advent of the year. 


Pile on the wood, and stir the fires, 
And in our souls the sweet desires ; 
And let us frame a mingled rhyme, 
To suit the singers and the time; 
With different stops, and keys of art, 
In quaint old measures, got by heart. 


Aad Quam fh der coh 
é gleaming 
Thet bore my love fem me. an 


His bark now sails the Indian seas, 
But his thoughts like swallows fy to 

es ws, me 
By the Northern waves alone. 
Nor will he delay, when winds are fair, 
Gaede car tone ap am’ pees wl bo 

my love! or ve made 

By the sed and moaning sea! 





crowd before mo tramp away, 
And shout until the are 
The crowd behind no longer move, 
And never breathe a single word. 
Before me many moan. and weep: 
Behind, there is not one who grieves ; 
For blight but wastes the w 
It cannot touch the garnered sheaves! 


Tur old Earth on 
At its ancient “i 


Tears are shed, and hearts are broken, 

And many bitter words are spoken, 
And many left unsaid ; 

And many are with the living, 

That were better—better dead! 


Tyrants sit upon their thrones, 
And will not hear the people's moana, 
Wor hear their clanking chains; 
Or if they do, they add thereto, 
And mock, not ease, their pains: 
But little liberty remains— 
There is but little room for thee, 
In this wide world. O Liberty! 
But where thou hast once set thy foot, 
Thou wilt remain, though oft unseen ; 
And grow like thought, and move like wind, 
Upon the troubled sea of Mind, 
o longer now serene. 
Thy life and omengih thou dost retain, 
ye 9 the cell, the rack, the pain, 
And all the battles won—in vain! 
That lays in Gust the tyrant’s powe 
at lays lust the t's pow 
When man shall pened bac bales, 
And Earth renewed, and young like thee, 
O Liberty! O Liberty! 


CERTAIN MEERY STANZAS. 
I orren wish that I could know 
The life in store for me, 
The measure of the joy and woe 
Of my futurity. 
toe ares ie vat 
e ing years can give; 
My lif has been's Iife sccurst* 
m youth, and yet I live; 
The Future may be overcast, 
But never darker than the Past! 


My youth is ping in ies 
you in its tom 
ky heart is en and cold? 
And certain sad, but nameless cares - 
Have flecked my locks with silver hairs! 


No bitter feeling clouds my grief, 
No angry thoughts of thee; 
For thou art now a faded leaf 


I sigh, but dare not bia thee think 
Upon thine ancient fame— 

For oh! the thought of what thou art 

Must be a hell within thy heart! 


My life is full of care and pain— 
heart of old desires ; 


» But tg ya — 


Mor dol fear whut af the years 
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WR. JUSTICE STORY, WITH SOME REMI- 
NISCENT REFLECTIONS.* 
WRITTEN FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE, 
BY A.OAKEY HALL. * 

~ hurrying pedestrian in Wall-street, or 
in some of its bisecting avenues of com- 
mercial bustle, if he have time to glance over 
his shoulder, is sure to observe a freshly-paint- 
ed piece of tin (its brief rhetoric revelling in 
the pride and pomp of gold leaf alphabeti- 
cally ), denominated by lawyers “a 
shingle” —setting forth that some sanguine 
ntleman has then and there established 
himself as an Attorney and Counsellor at Law. 

The sign is — front door, shining with 
self-conceit at the passers by; and its owner 
is up some weary stairway, yawning over 
“twice told tales” of legal lore, copying pre- 
cedents for the sake of practice, or keeping 
hope alive upon the back benches of the 
court-rooms in listening to the eloqnence of 
his seniors while he is waiting for clients. 

Heaven help many a young attorney in this 
“babel” of money-getting. The race should 
be prayed for in churches: and it should meet 
with a consideration as nearly divine as mor- 
tals can call up from crowded heart-chambers, 

Well: the sign keeps nailed up: and by 
and by the sun blisters it, and dries out the 
pomp of the gilded letters, and perhaps the 
owner yawns over his one case, or sitting 
upon @ front bench in the court-room while 
case number thirty is being heard, waits for 
case nine hundred and thirty, against which 
on the calendar that is reposing by the side 
of the complaisant clerk in the corner, his 
name is placed as counsel—shining there like 
a pebble on a wide and extended h. 

The Physiology of the Medical Student 
from facetious pens was reached to us over the 
Atlantic by friendly booksellers some years 
ago; and we should have had by this time 
“the Physiology of the young Attorney.” 
He is a oe subject for dissection; there’s 
plenty of venous humor in his composition ; 
and oh! a deal of nerve! 

Talk of ye erny expeditions to the Arctic 
regions as offering specimens of courage and 
prowess; or of scientific excursions into the 
wilds of Africa to the same purport! These 
instances are trivial compared to the courage 
and prowess yearly displayed by hundreds of 
attorneys who plunge into the ocean of liti- 
gation in order to swim towards the distant 
buoys which the sun of prosperity always 
cheers with enlivening beams. 

Don’t waste sympathy in this connection 
for the yeeng Sembenen. His thirst for ac- 
tion can be slaked at pauper fountains. For 
him the emigrant’s chamber, the cabin of the 
arriving ship, the dispensary, the asylums, 
the hospitals, and the 
open ; and if his “ soul be in arms,” there are 
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(Heaven knows) “frays” in this city numerous 
for any ambitious surgical ; 

Bat for the aspiring attorney where are 
the avenues open for gratuitous action? Do 
merchants nail up promissory notes upon awn- 
ing posts for attorneys to seize and put in 

t? What “old nobs” of Wall-street are 
willing to put themselves “in chancery” to 
oblige Hopper Tape, Esq., your humble at- 
tendant upon the —— steps of the Oity Hall? 
Where are the courts possessing suits with- 
out counsel ? 

We may be told of unfortunate wretches 
who murder in drunken fits to whom coun- 
sel are assigned. But what are ten crusts of 
bread per annum among a thousand hungry 


dogs ? 
“Thou must face the truth, young college 
boy, who now and then dost stroll into court- 
or who dost lounge away an hour in 
a friend’s law office admiring his books and 
piles of papers—thinking the while of the 
time when thou wilt have graduated and ob- 
tained permission to hang up thy pomp-gild- 
ed “shingle :” thou must face the truth! The 
counsel who so attracts thy admiration, in 
thy court-room lounging, has fought weary 
years with myriad obstacles; there are the 
ashes of many nights and days of toil and 
struggle sprinkled upon his hair; he has 
fought his way (from where thou sittest a 
listener to where he stands a speaker), as if 
a Indian gauntlet file. There were 
a hun mouths waiting for the first crumbs 
which came to his impatient legal digestion ; 
and a hundred envious heads and hearts to 
worry him if possible into a dyspepsia over 
those crumbs. He has began with an office 
in a fifth story, and climbed down towards the 
street. He commenced to hive his honey 
near the roof! While out of his office he 
climbed a professional ladder, the holding on 
to which tasked all his powers of Sones 
mental, and pecuniary endurance. Face the 

truth! 

Reach me yonder diary and legal register. 
Two thousand practising lawyers in the city 
of New-York! Out of these one hundred 
are “notables ;” fifty are “ distinguished ;” 
twenty-five are eminent. 

A large body of them are “ conveyancers” 
growing thin in person and thinner in mind 
over deeds and titles; a larger. body “ attor- 
neys”—getters up and supervisors of suits— 
providers of ammunition for “ distinguished 
counsel” to discharge with loud reports (the 
said counsel brilliant by the flash: the attor- 
ney obscured in the smoke); many, very 
many, chained to “ larcenies” at the Sessions, 
‘landlord dispossessions” at the Marine Court, 
suits on butcher’s bills at Ward Courts, or 
es prosecutions” in the Common 
eas. 

Yet there are hundreds of coral reefs and — 
pearls for vering divers in this ocean 


‘| Of litigation. Three thousand pending cases 


every month are three thousand nutshells 
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where the meat is often fresh and oily, ev 
on calendar 

years. are some counsel 

fees and costs to the tune of twen- 

thousand a . We know many a Quirk, 

mon and ioc wee uialiee enrundonbied 

“ten thousand a year,” with no Tittlebat Tit- 

mouse for a pans annoyance, And we 

ean taper off on the finger many who do not 

realize five hundred’a year, and work like ne- 
slaves at that: they are continually rough 

ewing, but no divinity shapes their ends. 

Five years of “starvation,” and five more 
years of toil and trouble, constitute the depth 
of a lawyer’s slough of despond in New- 
York; to say nothing of the giants’ castles 
to storm upon the hey, 4 the fights with the 
Apolyons of Envy. viously so! 

A man now-a-days will let a young Saw- 
bones advise ice for his child’s croup, or even 
experiment with his own much-abused liver, 
when he would not intrust a young attorney 
with the suing a note where ten witnesses 
saw the note signed and the “ consideration 
money” paid over. And if the public really 
knew how much danger their pockets were 
in when the “ buttons” were under the control 
of inexperienced lawyers, the number of 
“starvers” would be doubled. What “ emi- 
nent” lawyer is there who does not look back 
to the “ practice” of his youth, in perfect ter- 
ror to witness the mistakes he made, as the 
helmsman, who has scudded through the 
breakers to the open sea, glances back at the 
dangers he escaped ? 

The young lawyers of a year back are, 
however, five years—perhaps ten—in ad- 
vance of the lawyers of this year’s growth. 
The latter have greater rivalry in the hordes 
of practitioners from the interior whom the 
“new code” have driven from their trespass 
quare clausum fregit into the ay. Many of 
them, too, were men of mark in their ports of 
departure, bold and confident in their new 
haven! 

One field, however, in the legal township 
of this city, offers room upon its face for 
tillers—the field of advocacy! Itis —_— 
by some twenty or thirty, and harrowed by 
some fifty or sixty. There are a dozen whom 
the ghosts of Nisi Prius flock to hear mn 
great occasions. And these will long hold 
~— ary a 


pic A the advocate and barrister must 
have had vast experience at Nisi Prius (or the 
court where matters of fact are investigated 
by judge and jury) ; have acquired a practised 
tact ; have had opportunities of testing their 
own calibre to know if they are fitted for 
emergencies—as the gunsmith tests his bar- 
rels re he “stocks” them. And the 

oung lawyer has small opportunity afforded 
him to acquire this tact—to permit this test- 
ing. If he can play “ devil” for a few years 
to some barrister of extended ice, or 
scent “occasions” like a blood-hound on the 


for | then he is a 


trail of the valuable fugitive from justice, 
happy man, and isin the fair way 
of soon becoming a monopolist himself. 

poet Bm se of two years’ standing wil] 
corroborate our statement as to the openness 
of the field of legal advocacy. How often 
has he seen cause after cause “set down,” 
“reserved,” or “ put off,” because counsel 
are engaged elsewhere? How often has he 
heard the same advocate in four or five causes 
in the same week, in the same court, chang- 
ing positions like the queen of an active chess- 
board ; } srurese. his fame and pocket by 
means of only a hurried glance at the elabo- 
oo brief which his junior has “ got up” for 

‘im? 

Some one has said that the barrister works 
hard, lives well, and dies Regarding 
the first two conditions of his life there is lit- 
tle doubt upon the question of truth; the dy- 
ing in poverty may be problematical. Yet in 
a recent print, professiag to furnish a list of 
wealthy tax-payers, the list contained four 
lawyers, and only one was a barrister. The 
instance proves little, for a lawyer may be 
very rich and yet pay no taxes. The asses- 
sors may fight shy of his bell-pull as they go 
their rounds, because of his penchant to find 
flaws in their actions and bring them official 
discredit in an apparently laborious task, but 
in reality a sinecure ef an employment. 

We have often asked ourselves if barristers 
have stomachs. Bowels of compassion they 
have not, that is certain; but have they sto- 
machs ? Say nine times in a year they dine 
at the same hour of the day ; and then spoon 
their soup with the blood all drawn from the 
digestive apparatus to feed the brain. Yet 
they eat like aldermen and drink like German 
princes. 

This 


much of idle reverie, as, with pen in 
hand, we laid down the two bulky and elabo- 
rately-published volumes whose title we have 


taken as text; this much of glance at the 
condition of the young and old advocate of 
to-day, before we digest our reflections upon 
the advocate and jurist of the es 

It was our privilege in our legal novitiate 
(this is but @ phrase ; for a lawyer is always 
in his novitiate) to have been, at the Oam- 
bridge Law School, a pupil of Mr. Justice 
Story; and thus to have drank at the very 
fountain head of constitutional law—that 
branch of our national jurisprudence which 
can least fluctuate. Judges of a day and not 
of a generation, or crazy legislators with spas- 
modic wisdom, may alter, and overturn, and 
mystify by simplification, the laws and usages 
of every-day life; but it is scarcely to be ap- 
prehended that the current of our constitu- 
tional law will ever be diverted from original 
channels. There is danger rather of its being 
dammed into stagnation. 

While fully aware of his faults and foibles 
as a man, and his idiosyncracies as a judge 
and a legal writer, we have never wavered 





in loyalty to his judicial majesty, or found s 
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the regard we paid to his me x 
tks secs cakes estaooce 40: Manco: 
his solitade than these volumes re- 


Joseph Story was the eldest of eleven chil- 
dren, and lived to be indeed the “ Joseph” 
of mark and renown to his father and bro- 
thers. He was born in Marblehead, Septem- 
ber 18th, 1779. His father was a physician, 
and served during a portion of the Revolution 

e died when the future 


Joseph, adding, “and although this perhaps 
is needless, I do it to mark my special confi- 
dence in his affections, skill, and abilities.” 
From the father, our lawyer thus panegyrized 
received friendly geniality and broad under- 
standing; from the mother, indomitable will, 
igor and enthusiasm, 
bit of observation and desire of know- 
) were the prominent attributes of his 
childish character; nevertheless he was ar- 
dent in all the sports of boyhood. To the 
last he maintained a regard for his honor, 
which induced him while yet a lad, and under 
promise not to divulge the name of a school- 
mate offender, to receive a severe flogging 
rather than to yield up his knowledge upon 
the subject. At the age of sixteen, in the 
midst of a Freshman term at Harvard College, 
he thought of matriculation; but upon in- 
quiry learned that he must not only be ex- 
amined upon the works of ordinary prepara- 
tory reading, but that it was necessary for 
him to expect «call upon the volumes which 
his class had dispatched during the past haif 
ear. At first he was daunted, but remem- 
ing there yet remained six weeks of vaca- 
tion, he addressed himself to the n 
labor—the severity of which is best evidenc- 
ed by the fact that in the short time above 
mentioned he read Sallust, the odes of Hor- 
ace, two books of Livy, three books of the 
Anabasis, two books of the Iliad, and certain 
English treatises. This sounds like the rail- 
road instruction now much in vogue ; but its 
effects were permanent in value upon his 
mind. Few readers of his works will accuse 
him of a want of proficiency in Latin! But 
the often reading—the saepe legendo was 
_ his habit: for he remembered the cou- 
plet: 
Gutta cavat lapidem non vi sed saepe cadendo 
Sic homo fit doctus non vi sed saepe legendo. 
_ He passed muster with the college tutors 
in January, 1795. Among his classmates were 
the (afterwards Reverends) Dr. Tuckerman 
and Wm. E. Channing—to the genius and 
character of the latter of whom he always 
bore the most enthusiastic and hearty testi- 
mony. Indeed he eontested with Channing 
for the highest honor. Channing won it, but 





al ‘gave the honor himself to ; 
aera encrcllagt deckesd dina tea te: 
mer won the just meed of his genius and 


scholarship. 

Their graduation was in the summer of 
1798: and immediately upon quitting college 
Mr. Story commenced the study of the law 
with Mr. Samuel Sewall, afterwards Ohief Jus- 
tice in the Supreme Court of Massachusetts. 
Fourteen hours a day was over his quantum 
of study. Although sometimes disheartened, 
he never surrendered his determination to 
master the elements and details of his new 
profession. 

Studying law in those days was a far dif- 
ferent thing from its reading now. Then it 
was multum’ now it is multe. No copious 
indexes and multifarious treatises were count- 
ed by thousands: no di (directories to 
the streets, the avenues, the fountains and the 
temples of the science), abounded by scores. 
Libraries were carried about in wheelbarrows 
and not in processions of vans, when the in- 
exorable moving day came around. ed 
judges were not then compelled to hold courts 
in remote villages (resorting hereby to a coup 
de loi), in order to escape the cacoethes lo- 
Quendi of case lawyers and presuming juni- 
ors. Legal lore was builded up like the mas- 
sive stone and hard grained mortar of the 
edifices of that olden time—slowly, carefully, 
but lastingly; not as are builded now the 
brick and stuccoed mansions of the snob and 
parvenu. Not that abounding treatises and 
familiarizing digests forbid the idea of the 
perfect lawyer now-a-days: only that to-day 
the law student in the midst of a large library 
stands more in need (when thinking of the 
otium which accompanies certain dignity), to 
utter the ejaculation, “ lead us not into temp- 
tation”—the temptation of possessing that 
knowledge which teaches where to seek for 
information, and not the kind which is infor- 
mation of itself. 

In 1801 Mr. Story came to the Salem bar 
while at the age of twenty-two. After being 
three years at practice he married his first 
wife, who died within two years afterward, 
plunging him into the deepest grief. Dnu- 
ring his courtship he dabbled (as almost every 
young lawyer does until he finds that clients 
are severe critics) in poetry, and wrote a 
didactic poem of two parts in heroic verse, 
entitled “The Power of Solitude.” Adopt- 
ing the criticism of the biographers—its pro- 
minent defects were exaggeration of feeling, 
confusion of imagery, want of simplicity of 
expression, stilted and artificial style. But 
though dull as a poem, it shows facility and 
talent for versification, breathes a warm as- 
piration for virtue and truth, and is credita- 
ble to the scholarship of its author. 

After the loss of his wife he sought relief 
from painful thoughts in the laborious duties 
of a large and increasing business. His posi- 
tion at the bar was prominent, and he was 
engaged in nearly all the cases of importance. 
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cury or bark is to the physician), was ready 
in attack or defence, and possessed great elo- 
Sock s-capuclaet goreaytion wilets an ts 
wed a perce w no in- 
tricacy of detail Foul blind, no suddenness 
of attack confuse, and which afterwards so 
distinguished him as a Judge. He was thrown 
among the leading lawyers; and undaunted 
as all young lawyers should be — pre- 
serving their modesty of deportment and learn- 
ing), he measured swords with the most accom- 
plished. rer sometimes vanquished, he 
always received honors from even the victors. 
It is a prevailing opinion with the junior 
members of the rofession, that their 
seniors delight in snubbing them ; that they 
are fond of being discourteous, and arrogant ; 
that they are envious of some and insulting 
to others. But it is rare indeed that the sen- 
iors err on other ground in this respect than 
magnanimity. The industrious youngster, 
the self-reliant youngster, the firm but re- 
spectful youngster, the versed in elementary 
principles among youngsters, are always re- 
ceived with open arms. Law begets law. If 
the junior commences a suit a senior may an- 
swer it: and the reverse. The parson and 
the doctor are in perpetual interference with 
the neighbors and brethren of their particu- 


lar calling. But lawyers, like bees in the 
beehive, must of necessity assist and succor 
each other, or there will be less honey laid 
away when the summer is past and the har- 
vest ended. 

Early in his professional career he became 


an ardent politician. He was a Jeffersonian 
Democrat, and at the bar of his residence 
stood almost alone in his partisan position. 
As such a party man he went into the State 
Legislature, and became an acknowledged 
leader. He possessed that great quality for 
a leader, the faculty of extempore speaking, 
joined with the ability to condense and eluci- 
date the topics he took in hand. But he 
never submitted the convictions of his judg- 
ment to party dictation; and soon after his 
entering the arena of legislative warfare, he 
bravely stemmed party tide in advocating an 
increase of salaries for the State judges. The 
latter were all federalists, and it was not to 
be wondered that the republicans of that 
day, who wore in their noses the rings of 
party, should shrug their shoulders at the 
ee of benefiting political opponents. 

ut by his firm conduct, and by his confident 
assertion and able arguments in favor of the 
measure, it was carried. And to Joseph 
Story, more than any other man, Massachu- 
setts is indebted for the opportunity of em- 
ploying ablest ? sane officers, without ma- 

ing their families beggars. 





It is the of our country that its 
judicial mr Bi. Be most poorly paid of 
all and pursuits. And in every 
section of the Union, that distinguished law- 

er who a seat upon the bench, must 

old the glories of his honor at a very high 
price, to surrender his ordinary professional 
emoluments for the wretched pittance which 
the various States dole out for days of public 
toil and nights of private study. We desire 
te look no further than this Empire State for 
examples. This Empire State, with its mag- 
nificent resources and proudly developing 
energies, should be the last to unite in ad- 
judging its judicial officers to the labors of 
galley slaves, and to then pay them by the 
year less than a ballet-dancer receives by 
the month in all its principal cities. Two 
thousand five tented dollars per year is the 
astounding sum which this same Empire 
State pays to its highest judicial officers. If 
we reverse the saying of Walpole, and read 
“every price has its man,” we may not won- 
der if Dogberries and grandmothers are occa- 
sionally found upon the bench, dispensing 
their honest but destructive platitudes, and 
their Malaprop constructions of commercial 
law, to juries of astounded merchants. 

From the arena of State politics, Mr. Story 
next changed his position to the temple of 
national discussions at Washington. His ca- 
reer in Congress was, however, limited to one 
session, and to a vacaney-seat oecasioned by 
a death. He declined re-election; for in the 
words of his autobiographical account of this 
portion of his career, he had lost all relish 
for political controversy, and had found that 
an entire obedience to party projects required 
such constant sacrifices of opinion and feeling, 
that he preferred to devote himself with sin- 
gleness of heart to the study of the law, 
which was at all times the object of his ad- 
miration and almost exclusive devotion. 
Public sentiment, however, forced him again 
into the State councils at home, where more 
liberty of professional engagement was per- 
mitted. He was in political life but a brief 
period again, before, in his thirty-second 
year, President Madison pressed his accept- 
ance of a vacant Associate Justiceship in the 
Supreme Court of the United States, which 
had been declined by Levi Lincoln and by 
John Quincy Adams, ‘then in Russia. Al- 
though the acceptance involved the surrender 
of heavy professional emolument, the high 
honor, the permanence of the tenure, and 
the opportunity of gratifying his juridical 
studies that he so much loved, joined in com- 
pelling his acquiescence. 

“The ‘atrocious crime of being a young 
man,” which had compelled a hatred of Wil- 
liam Pitt the younger, in a former day, was 
now brought up against him by many whose 
party subserviency fairly blushed before his 
manly integrity, and by others who envied 
him his success. But om year at the Circuit 
silenced all complaint. And in his thirty- 
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third year he was acknowledged to be the 


able jurist whom, at his death in his sixty- | reading 


sixth year of age, a whole nation mourned. 

Dismissing for the present all consideration 
of his judicial life, and all estimate of his 
ability upon the bench, and passing over 
nearly twenty years of his life, we meet him 
in the possession of his fourth great honor in 
life—but an honor which was ever the first 
prized by him in all his after career—the a 

tment of Law Professor in Cambrige 

w School. ¢ 

Mr. Nathan Dane, whose Abridgement of 
American law in many volumes had obtain- 
ed for him the gratitude of the profession at 
large, and the more substantial testimonial 
of iary profit, had determined, about the 
fiftieth year of Judge Story’s life, to repay 
the law some of the profits which its votaries 
had bestowed upon him, by donating ten 
thousand dollars for the establishment of a 
new professorship. He annexed to his dona- 
tion, i eemee, the condition that Judge Story 
should be the incumbent. To the great de- 
light of the donor, and of the College Fel- 
lows, the Judge assented, and was inaugurated 
as Dane Professor of Law, with a special 
view to Lectures upon the Law of Nations, 
Commercial and Maritime Law, Federal Law 
and Equity—a station which he filled to the 
day of his lamented death. 

is brief survey of his life presents him 

then in several public aspects; as a student, as 
an advocate, as a statesinan, as a judge, tand 
as an expounder of the great principles of law, 
which he worshipped with an idolatry of love. 

To speak of his political career would not 
belong to the scope of our article. And to 
sit in judgment upon his judicial career would 
be our presumption. Older and abler pens 
must render their tributes to the extent and 
varied richness of his legal lore, which, taking 
root in principles, branched into the minutia 
of detail, under every sun and in every clime 
where law is recognized as a rule of human 
action. His judicial fame can never be in- 
creased or diminished by individual estimate. 
The law of patents, of admiralty and prizes, 
the jurisprudence of equity, and above all, 
his luminous explorations of what were once 
constitutional labyrinths, are monuments as 
indestructible as the Pyramids. If every 
trace of their original oneness be lost, they 
will yet live in the hours of future judicial 
days, in professional acts, and in the guiding 
poliey of a remote posterity. His library of 
treatises are legal classics ; and the worst de- 
fects which flippant carpers and canvassers 
of their claims to merit have discovered in 
their pages, have been their richness of detail 
and polish of learning! And no one can 
deny that as a judge he was the very exam- 
ple which ‘ Hobbes’ in his ‘Leviathan,’ car- 
ried in mind when he thus wrote—“ the 
things that make a good Andee or good inter- 
preter of the laws, are first—a right under- 
standing of that principal-law of nature 





called Equity, which depending not on the 
T other men’s ites but on the 
goodness of a inan’s own natural reason and 
meditation, is presumed to be in those most 
who have had most leisure and the most in- 
clination to meditate thereon; second—con- 
o of unnecessary riches and preferments; 
third—to be able in judgment to divest him- 
self of all fear, anger, hatred, love and com- 
ion; fourthly and lastly—patience to 
ear, diligent etins 7 eae and 
memory to retain, digest, and apply what he 
hath heard.” 

Not the least amiable phase of the life of 
Judge Story, was the attention which he 
gave to letters and literary pursuits. He was 
no mere lawyer: no stringer of professional 
centos. He never hid his heart with the 
veil of dignity; nor smothered his fresh im- 
pulses (preserved intact from worldly rust 
since boyhood) with the weight of his judi- 
cial and professional labors. While he be- 
lieved that the law was a jealans mistress, he 
knew that this mistress was too stable and 
sensible to decree that a gentle dalliance or 
seasonable flirtation with her maids of honor 
—Poetry, or the Arts, or Literature, or Love 
—was an unloyal act. He could turn from 
Grotius to Dickens, from Vattel to Thackeray. 
He could digest the points of the elaborate 
arguments of eminent counsel, and then turn 
aside to a gentle tonic from the administra- 
ting hand of Smollett or Walter Scott. 
Method was his master-key to all the combi- 
nations in the locks of labor. 

Twice married he never ceased to eulogize 
the bliss of domesticity. Surrounded by loving 
eyes, the currents of his freshened affection 
flowed deeper and clearer every year. How 
he treasured home and home joys may be 
collected in the following lines from his 
poem on solitude (befure referred to), written 
in his twenty-second year. 

“Grandeur may dazzle with its transient glare 

The herd of ually, and the tribe of care, 

Who sport and flutter through their listless days, 
Like motes that bask in Summer's noontide blaze, 
With anxious steps round vacant splendor while, 
Live on a look, and banquet on a smile; 

But the firm race whose high endowments claim 
The laurel-wreath that decks the brow of fame; 
Who warmed Lf sympathy’s electric glow, 

In rapture tremble, and dissolve in woe, 

Blest in retirement, scorn the frowns of fate, 
And feel a transport power can ne'er create.” 

Touching the poem from which these lines 
are taken, we remember being shown the 
only copy of the published book which was 
known to exist, by the family of the Judge. 
The Assistant Librarian (who was born for 
his station in all that regards enthusiastic 
love of his duties), of the Harvard College 
library, showed us, with great triumph, a 
small sheep-bound volume, entitled ‘“Soli- 
tude and other Poems, by Joseph Story,” 
printed sometime in the commencement of 
this century: saying, ‘‘ the Judge has burned 
all the copies he can pick up, and this is only 
to be read here.” This poem was a sore 
subject to the author. He viewed it as not 








harmony xpression. 
lines, 


which contain much of. the 


And the vast alcove of creation blaze. 

Or this— 

“Blaze the vast domes inwrought with fretted 
The sumptuous pavements veins of pear! un’ 
Arch piled on arch with columned pride ascend, 
Grove linked to grove their mingling lows blend.” 

Or this— 


ide 
shad 


Jot perros pendence haast ite grovelling art 
Peach to subsine each thought sublimely wild, 

And crush, like Herod, fancy’s new-born child.” 

It is highly probable that the learned Jus- 
tice, knowing his taste for the poetical and 
fanciful, and his aptitude at the harmony of 
language, often erred in his judicial writings 
and treatises, by avoiding beauty of expres- 
sion, in fear lest the dignity of his subject 
should be injured by too much association 
with the creatures of fancy. We have known 
most accomplished lawyers err through this 
same caution. Our biographer himself (Mr. 
William W. Story) has certainly done himself 
great injustice as a writer in his work on 
“ Oontracts,” when, in the pages before us, 
he presents us with so much delicacy of fan 
pm rhetorical finish. Blackstone in his 
“ Commentaries,” Jones in his “ Bailment” 
treatise, Stephens in his essay upon “‘ Plead- 
ing,” time-honored Fearne in his ‘‘ Contingent 
Remainders,” have shown how grateful and 
how suitable it is for the legal readers to find 
brilliancy of rhetoric adorning the most pro- 
found learning. 

But certainly Ju Story to a 
remarkable degree the faculty of condensa- 
tion in his poetical works. His rhyme was 
not reason run mad; but reason in modest 
holiday attire. Where are lines at once so 
compact and so searching in their wisdom as 
the following, penned in 1832, as matters of 
advice to a young law student : 

“ Whene’er you remember every cause 

Stands not on eloquence, but stands on laws— 

Pregnant in matter, in e ion brief, 

Let every sentence stand in bold relief ; 

On tritling points nor time nor talents waste, 

A sad offence to learning and to taste ; 

Nor deal with pompous phrase; nor e’er suppose 

Poetic flights belong to reasoning prose. 

Loose declamation may deceive the crow: 

And seem more striking as it grows more loud; 

But sober sense rejects it with disddin, 

As nought but empty noise, and weak as vain. 

The froth of words, the school-boy’s vain parade 

Of books and cases—all his stock in trade— 

The pert conceits, the cunning tricks and play 

Of low attorneys, strung in long array, 

The unseemly jest, the petulent reply, 

That chatters on, and cares not how, or why, 

Stadious, avoid—unworthy themes to scan, 

They sink the speaker and disgrace the man. 

Like the false lights, by flying shadows cast, 

Bearce seen when age and forgot when past. 

Begin with dignity: expound with grace 

Each ground of reasoning in its time and place ; 

Let order reign throughout—each topic touch, 

Nor urge its power too little, or too much. 





If Mr. Story had never been elevated to 
the bench it is not likely his name would ever 
have become national property. Although 
plu into politics in his earlier life, he was 
not fitted for the life. His devotion to the 
law, and his dread of becoming that slave to 
party usages which all public men must ne- 
cessarily more or less fashion of themselves, 
would have retained him in his native state, 
and made his usefulness sectional. To the 
politicians of the school of General Jackson, 
and to the administration of that President, he 
was particularly distasteful. His tenacious 
conservatism drew forth from the “old hero,” 
on one occasion, the remark, that “ he was 
the most dangerous man in the country.” 
Lord Eldon, with his doubts and pertinacious 
toryism was not more unpopular among the 
reformers in England than was Judge Story 
—the last of the old regime of federal judges 
—with the bank radicals of 1882. 

When Chief Justice Marshall died he felt 
almost broken-hearted. A new race of con- 
stitutional expounders had arisen around him. 
Brother justices, with modern constructions, 
and more liberal notions of national law, 
were by his side. In many decisions he was 
now a sole dissenter. His pride was invaded ; 
his self-love tortured ; his adoration of cer- 
tain legal constructions-which he had deem- 
ed immutable in their nature, was desecrated. 
And, for many years previous to his decease, 
he had contemplated resigning from the fe- 
deral judiciary, and living alone for his dar- 
ling law school. 

This school was his adopted child. He had 
taken it in a feeble and helpless infancy. He 
had given it strength and increased vitality. 
He brought it up to a vigorous and useful 
maturity. It was loved by only a handful of 
students when he gave his name and talents 
to aid its life: but when he died, a hundred 
and fifty pupils were its warm suitors, and 
hundreds of lawyers over the whole union 
cherished its prosperity as a link in their own 
chains of happiness. 

And, although he thought not of it, his la- 
bors in the law school secure for his memory 
in the present generation a more brilliant ex- 
istence than his array of judicial decisions, 
and his thousands of written pages, can ever 
bestow. In some pine forest settlement of 
Maine, or in some rude court-house in Cali- 
fornia, there are lawyers who bring before 
them every day his genial smiles and his im- 
pressive lectures, looked upon and heard by 
them in former times at Cambridge. Over 
all the Union, in almost every village, town, 
and city, are his pupils. ° Each one of them 
may sometimes reflect with rapture upon 
their days of college life, or remember with 
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pride their first professional success: but 
not one of these ple par 8 reminis- 
cence is so grateful to his mind as the thought 
of his novitiate with Justice mnt. Depend 
upon it he treasures up those Cambridge text- 
books, those Oambridge note-books whose 
leaves daguerreotype the learning of the emi- 
nent deceased, those catalogues of students 
where his name is proudly found, as the most 
yaluable portions of his library. He will ne- 
yer part with them: but they will descend 
to his children. 


have stolen into the self-same 

— while he is holding an 
came from his utterance, ext- 
Is of fancy from the mouth of 


It was our privilege and pleasure also to| ful 


know Mr. Justice Story at Oambridge; to 
have spent days of pleasure in the hours of his 
society; to have rendered to his teachi 
the tribute of delighted attention and grateful 
recollection. We, too, have been fascinated 
with that conversation, whose variety of ex- 
uberance and sometimes egotism, were its 
t ornaments. In the sunshine of his 
intellect our mind has sunned itself, and been 
warmed into zealous and proselyting admira- 
tion. To his gray-haired teachings we have 
sa personal reverence, and we unaffectedly 
ope to have caught from his society and in- 
tercourse a spark of that professional enthu- 
siaazm which is the only true guiding-star of 
the plodding lawyer. 

The December me = among 4 sobbing 
to-night through Mount Auburn, the en 
of his caiiet repose—the hallowed spot 
which his eloquence consecrated in its origin, 
and which his religious love in his lifetime 


sacredly cherished. The snows of. winter 
and the autumn-woven carpet of fallen leaves 
are heaped upon his honored grave, the sod- 
ded paths to which, in the glowing spring- 


time and fragrant summer, are pressed most 
frequent with the tread of faithful mourners. 
Years have passed since that honored grave 
was first closed upon him. Longer years have 
flown since we were under his teachings. But 
we seem to view him the same as of yore. 
Again the class is assembled in the hushed 
lectare-room as his familiar tread is heard at 
the door ; or as the burst of applause, where 
there is no sycophantic flattery known or 
felt, greets his entrance to his seat. Again 
we see him adjusting his genial spectacles, 
and looking around upon.the upturned faces 
with parental pride. Again we hear his 
mellowed, although often impetuous accents, 
expounding familiar principles of law, and 
descending to the consideration of “ first 
things” with as much pride and carefulness as 
the artist treats his Rubens or .Titian, which 
for years and years has hung before him in 
all lights and shades and in every combina- 
tion of position. 

Again, we occupy a modest corner of the 
library while be is holding his moot court ; 
infusing into the dignity of his manner a 
marked suavity of disposition which never 
forsook him; or he is perpetrating some ap- 
propriate legal joke to his audience, who 
never played upon his ease or good nature. 


ing breeze to bless and greet him. 

And then we pass into “ reverie,” and live 
a few minutes of “ dream-life,” recalling to 
mind the maxims and sayings which were ut- 
tered in our presence; and the many bri 
exemplars placed before his pupils, and the 
kindly greetings which were homeed all 
about—for he was no distinguisher of persons 
so long as honor of feeling and uprightness 
of motive abounded in his presence. 

He is gone! Yet in these pages of biogra- 
phy before us he will always live. From in- 
fancy to the ripened greatness of old age, his 
life is preserved to posterity by the hand of 
his faithful and grateful son, whose duty has 
been most ably and interestingly performed. 
The very minuti# of his life are presented 
with fidelity and —— of reference. Some 
may carp at this; to these let us say with 
the French proverbialist, Rien n’est indiffér- 
ent dans la vie d’un grand ; le genie 
se revéle dans ses moindres actions. The 
straws of every day life mark the direction 
of the breezes of individual action. 

To the hearts of his pupils we would send 
this epitaph, and ask them if aught less trib- 
utary could be said of one who was and is to 
“= a sem —— 

ere sleeps the mortality of Joseph 8 
who lived his days so well that he a oe 
short lifetime an immortality of fame. His 
career as a Man reflected lustre upon the 
lustre of an honored father’s manhood, and 
added to the virtues which his mother be- 
queathed him. As a Politician, he render- 
ed obeisance only to his conscience. As a 
Lawyer, he never disgraced his profession by 
a thought, and even honored it - his slight- 
est acts. The colleague of Marshall, the two 
now shfine together as twin stars in the often 
contemplated firmament of Judicial Renown, 
Not selfish of his Learning, it is scattered to 
the uttermost parts of the earth, and is treas- 
ured wherever it has fallen. The learning 
which he borrowed from continental Europe 
he repaid with magnificent interest. In West- 
minster Hall his name is associated with Not- 





tingham, Hale, Mansfield, and Stowell. Count- 
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ing as dross the wealth of professional emi- 
nence, he became from the love of it an ex- 
nder of law to its tyros. He has spread 
thousands of adopted children a 
of the treasures of | lore, and next to re- 
verencing his paternal love they cherish with 
profound gratitude the memory of his slight- 
est instructions. While the Union of his birth- 
place exists, her citizens will regard with un- 
feigned admiration his constitutional teachings. 


COLUMBUS AT THE GATES OF GENOA. 
WRITTEN FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “NILE NOTES OF A HOWADSI.” 





Columbus born at Genoa in 1437. In 1851 the Genoese 
Christopher was pele The 


are finishing his 


Why, wide-mouthed Rurops clanged thetr stunning praise, 
urope e ing 
And history with Lead ving Reeei, 
e eyes ous pilgrims, who 
Press beat, tad Doria’s garden, dreaming float 
Upon Pisani’s silent waters, and 
Proceed, much meditating human fate. 
And they had pleasures, They stood, 
And sat, and went, all men admiring, 
Men of a day, in its brief life they lived, 
In its swift dying died. Men of a day, 
Brave, generous, and noble—not enough. 
b Cay aor Venice, Genoa superb, 
Far fascinating meteors that flashed, 
Then fell forgotten. Dolcarp? Not I. 
Ye love your own, I mine, mine me, amen! 
O pious pilgrims and ye Genoese, 
Proceed, much meditating human fate, 
And meditate this well. 
A wanderer driven 
By every adverse gust of evil times, 
boched upon barren reefs of blandest smiles, 
Wan victim of a solitary thought 
Too masculine to die unrealized. 
Tortured with tortuous diplomacy, 
Beseeching monarchs still in vain besought, 
Not to give kingdoms but to take a world, 
Unloved of Fortune, best beloved of Hope,— 
When Doria was a lisping boy at school,— 
This wanderer puts forth one summer morn, 
Among the other fishers of the sea, 
And with a world returns. 
Nay! nay! no words. 
Your hemisphere was only half enough, 
And Christopher Columbus globed his fame. 
And now ye build my statue, Genoese, 
After three silent centuries have died, 
When the old fourth is failing, ye do well 
With lagging stones to pile the pedestal, 
And shape m “pore seeming. Not with wrath, 
Nor scors. ood God and less with gratitude, 
Be those worn features wreathed. I love ye not, 
Ye are no friends of mine. I did not ask 
A block of marble for my memory, 
But gold to carve my hope. It was not much— 
Nay, had it been your all, was it not well 
To wreck your fortune on a hope sublime ? 
And, Merchants! The brave chance; a small outlay, 
And income inconceivable! You chose. 
My stately Spain was ‘wiser. So much gold, 
A little fleet,—some sailors—ieaders known— 
If not investment, speculation safe, 
The honor of the enterprise, and chance— 
Always the siren chance—Spain risked and won, 
And Genoa lost a world. 
Sir Advocate! 
I understand your 3; it were hard 
Fame drafts upon the Future should be paid 
Ere present recognition! ‘Twere unjust 
That hope unhazarded in act, were crowned 
With the same coronal that crowns success. 
The starving mariner upon your shore— 
The riddle of the West unsolved—stwod not 
In the same Jight to set his worthiness, 


Well, and Pisani, the Venetian, he, 
Genoa, 
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jopes ry. 
were teeetpe souls that shake at dawn, 
Loving the dimness of their own decay,— 
The long desire, bveeay A and despair, 

eariness that breeds 


reams 
And still shall brighter gild all skley peaks 
Of noble daring, with this a 


your leisure with -) ‘waepnemne 


My Conoene for centuries to 
ill y 





Andrea's palace claims repairs perhaps, 
The sculptured letters one be oat anew, 

on the crumbling girdle of his house 
Proclaim him Principe. That be your task, 
And pare your miserable marble, me. 


FEATHERTOP: A MORALIZED LEGEND. 
WRITTEN FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MONTHLY MAGAZINE 
BY NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 

“ T\ICKON,” cried Mother Rigby, “a coal 

for my pipe!” 

The pipe was in the old dame’s mouth, 
when she said these words. She had thrust 
it there after filling it with tobacco, but with- 
out stooping to light it at the hearth; where, 
indeed, there was no appearance of a fire 
having been kindled, that morning. Forth- 
with, however, as soon as the order was 
given, there was an intense red glow out of 
the bowl of the pipe, and a whiff of smoke 
from Mother Rigby’s lips. Whence the coal 
came, and how brought thither by an invisi- 
ble hand, I have never_been able to discover. 

“ Good!” quoth Mother Rigby, with a nod 
of her head. “Thank ye, Dickon! And 
now for making this scarecrow. Be within 
call, Dickon, in case I need you again !” 

The good woman had risen thus early (for 
as yet it was scarccly sunrise), in order to set 
about making a scarecrow, which she intend- 
ed to put in the middle of her corn patch. 
It was now the latter week of May, and the 
crows and blackbirds had already discovered 
the little, green, rolled-up leaf of the Indian 
corn, just Peeping out of the soil. She was 
determined, therefore, to contrive as lifelike 
a scarecrow as ever was seen, and to finish it 
immediately, from top to toe, so that it should 
begin its sentinel’s duty that very morning. 
Now, mother Rigby (as every body must have 
heard) was one of the most cunning and po- 
tent witches in New England, and might, 
with very little trouble, have made a scare- 
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crow enough to frighten the minister 
ora Bet on this occasion, as she had 
awakened in an uncommonly pleasant humor, 
and was further dulcified by her pipe of to- 
baceo, she resolved to produce something 
fine, beautiful, and splendid, rather than hid- 
eous and horrible. 

“I don’t want to set up a hobgoblin in my 
own corn-patch, and almost at my own door- 
step,” said Mother Rigby to herself, puffing 
out a whiff of smoke; “I could do it if I pleas- 
ed; but I’m tired of doing marvellous things, 
and so I'll keep within the bounds of every- 
day business, just for variety’ssake. Besides, 
there is no use in scaring the little children, 
for a mile roundabdut, though ‘tis true I’m a 
witch !” 

It was settled, therefore, in her own mind, 
that the scarecrow should represent a fine 
gentleman of the period, so far as the mate- 
rials at hand would allow. Perhaps it may be 
as well to enumerate the chief of the articles 
that went to the composition of this figure. 

The most important item of all, probably, 
although it made so little show, was a certain 
broomstick, on which Mother Rigby had 
taken many an airy gallop at midnight, and 
which now served the scarecrow by way of 
a spinal column, or, as the unlearned plirase 
it,a backbone. One of its arms was a dis- 


abled flail which used to be wielded by Good- 
man Rigby, before his spouse worried him 
out of this troublesome world; the other, if 
I mistake not, was composed of the pudding- 


stick and a broken rung of a chair, tied loose- 
ly together at the elbow. As for its legs, 

right was a hoe-handle, and the left an 
undistinguished and miscellaneous stick from 
the wood pile. Its lungs, stomach, and other 
affairs of that kind, were nothing better than 
a meal bag, stuffed with straw. Thus, we 
have made out the skeleton and entire cor- 
porcity of the scarecrow, with the exception 
of its head; and this was admirably supplied 
by asomewhat withered and shrivelled pump- 
kin, in which Mother Rigby cut two holes for 
the eyes and a slit for the mouth, leaving a 
bluish-colored knob in the middle, to pass for 
anose. It was really quite a respectable face. 

“T’ve seen worse ones on human shoulders, 
at any rate,” said Mother Rigby. “And many 
a fine gentleman has a pumpkin head, as well 
as my scarecrow |” 

But the clothes, in this case, were to be 
the making of the man. So the good old 
woman took down from a peg an ancient 
plum-colored coat, of London make, and with 
relics of embroidery on its seams, cuffs, 

cket-flabs, and button-holes, but laménta- 

ly worn and faded, patched at the elbows, 
tattered at the skirts, and threadbare all over. 
On the left breast was a round hole, whence 
either a star of nobility had been rent away, 
or else the hot heart of some former wearer 
had scorched it through and through. The 
neighbors said, that this rich garment be- 
longed to the Black Man’s wardrobe, and that 





he it at Mother "s cot for the 
ed of clppin on eeiee he 
wished to make a d appearance at the 
governor’s table. To the coat, there 
was & velvet waistcoat.of very ample size, 
and formerly embroidered with foliage, that 
had been as brightly golden as the maple- 
leaves in October, but which had now quite 
vanished out of the substance of the velvet. 
Next came a pair of scarlet breeches, once 
worn by the French governor of Louisbourg, 
and the knees of which had touched the low- 
er step of the throne of Louis le Grand. The 
Prendinnsa had given these small-clothes to 
an Indian powwow, who parted with them 
to the old witch for a gill of strong waters, 
at one of their dances in the forest. Further- 
more, Mother Rigby produced a pair of silk 
stockings, and put them on the figure’s legs, 
where they showed as unsubstantial as a 
dream, with the wooden reality of the two 
sticks making itself miserably apparent 
through the holes. Lastly, she put her dead 
husband’s wig on the bare scalp of the pump- 
kin, and surmounted the whole with a dusty 
three-cornered hat, in which was stack the 
longest tail feather of a rooster. 

Then the old dame stood the figure up in 
a corner of her cottage, and chuckled to be- 
hold its yellow semblance of a visage, with 
its nobby little nose thrust into the air. It 
had a strangely self-satisfied aspect, and seem- 
ed to say, “* Come look at me!” 

“And you are well worth looking at— 
that’s a fact!” quoth Mother Rigby, in ad- 
miration at her own handiwork. “ I’ve made 
many a puppet, since I’ve been a witch; but 
methinks this is the finest of them all. Tis 
almost too good for a scarecrow. And, by 
the by, I'll just fill a fresh pipe of tobacco, 
and then take him out to the corn-patch.” 

While filling her pipe, the old woman con- 
tinued to gaze with almost motherly affection 
at the figure in the corner. To say the truth, 
whether it were chance, or skill, or down- 
right witchcraft, there was something won- 
derfally human in this ridiculous shape, bediz- 
ened with its tattered finery; and as for the 
countenance, it appeared to shrivel its yellow 
surface into a grin—a funny kind of expres- 
sion, betwixt scorn and merriment, as if it 
understood itself to be a jest at mankind. 
The more Mother Rigby looked, the better 
she was pleased. 

“ Dickon,” cried she sharply, “ another 
coal for my pipe!” 

Hardly had she spoken than, just as before, 
there was a red-glowing coal on the top of 
the tobacco. She drew in a long whiff, and 
puffed it forth again into the bar of morning 
sunshine, which struggled through the one 
dusty pane of her cottage window. Mother 
Rigby always liked to flavor her pipe with a 
coal of fire from the particular chimney cor- 
ner whence this had been brought. But 
where that chimney corner might be, or who 
brouglit the coal from it—further than that 
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the invisible messenger seemed to respond to 
the name of a me Ns YT tell. 

That yonder,” thought Mother 
Rigby, with her eyes fixed on the scare- 
crow, ‘is too a piece of work to stand 
all summer in a corn-patch, frightening away 
the crows and blackbirds. He’s capable of 
better things. Why, I’ve dansed with a 
‘worse one, when rs happened to be 
scarce, at our witch-meetings in the forest! 
What if I should let him take his chance 
amongythe other men of straw and empty 
fellows, who go bustling about the world ?” 

The old witch took three or four more 
whiffs of her pipe, and smiled. 

‘* He’ll meet plenty of his brethren at — 
street-corner!” continued she. ‘“ Well; 
didn’t mean to dabble in witchcraft to-day, 
further than the lighting of my pipe; but a 
witch I am, and a witch I’m likely to be, and 
there’s no use trying to shirk it. Ill make a 
man of my scarecrow, were it only for the 
joke’s sake!” 

While muttering these words, Mother Rig- 
by took the pipe from her own mouth, and 
thrust it into the crevice which represented 
the same feature in the pumpkin-visage of 

scarecrow. 

“Puff, darling, puff!” said she. “Puff 


way, my fine fellow! your life depends on 
it! 

This was a strange exhortation, undoubted- 
ly, to be addressed to a mere thing of sticks, 
straw, and old clothes, with nothing better 
than a shrivelled pumpkin for a head ; as we 


know to have been the scarecrow’s case. 
Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold in 
remembrance, Mother Rigby was a witch of 
singular power and dexterity ; and, keeping 
this fact duly before our minds, we shall see 
nothing beyond credibility in the remarkable 
incidents of our story. Indeed, the great 
difficulty will be at once got over, if we can 
only bring ourselves to believe, that, as soon 
as the old dame bade him puff, there came a 
whiff of smoke from the scarecrow’s mouth. 
It was the very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure; 
but it was followed by another and another, 
each more decided than the preceding one. 

“ Puff away, my pet! puff away, my pretty 
one!” Mother Rigby kept repeating, with her 
pleasantest smile. “It is the breath of life 
to ye; and that you may take my word for!” 

eyond all question the pipe was bewitch- 
ed. There must have been a spell either in 
the tobacco or in the fiercely glowing coal 
that so mysteriously burned on top of it, or 
in the pungently aromatic smoke which ex- 
haled from the kindled weed. The figure, 
after a few doubtful attempts, at length blew 
forth a volley of smoke, extending all the 
way from the obscure corner into the bar of 
sunshine. There it eddied and melted away 
among the motes of dust. It seemed a con- 
vulsive effort; for the two or three next 
whiffs were fainter, although the coal still 
glowed, and threw a gleam over the scare- 





crow’s visage. The old witch clapt her skin- 
ny hands together, and smiled encouraging- 
ly upon her handiwork. She saw that the 
charm worked well. The shrivelled, yellow 

which heretofore had been no face at 
all, had already a thin, fantastic haze, as it 
were, of human likeness, shifting to and fro 
across it; sometimes vanishing entirely, but 
growing more perceptible than ever with 
the next whiff from the pipe. The whole 
tgare, in like manner, assumed a show of 
life, such as we impart to ill-defined shapes 
among the clouds, and half-deceive ourselves 
with the pastime of our own fancy. 

If we must needs pry closely into the mat- 
ter, it may be doubted whether there was 
any real change, after all, in the sordid, 
worn-out, worthless, and ill-jointed substance 
of the scarecrow ; but ry a spectral illu- 
sion, and a cunning effect of light and shade, 
so colored and contrived a8 to delude the eyes 
of most men. The miracles of witchcraft 
seem always to have had a very shallow sub- 
tlety; and, at least, if the above explanation 
do not hit the truth of the process, I can 
suggest no better. 

“* Well puffed, my pretty lad!” still cried 
old Mother Rigby. ‘Come, another good, 
stout whiff, and let it be with might and 
main! Puff for thy life, I tell thee! Puff 
out of the very bottom of thy heart; if an 
heart thou hast, or any bottom to it! Well 
done, again! Thou didst suck in that mouth- 
full as if for the pure loye of it.” 

And then the witch beckoned to the scare- 
crow, throwing so much magnetic potency 
into her gesture, that it seemed as if it must 
inevitably be obeyed, like the mystic call of 
the loadstone, when it summons the iron. 

“Why lurkest thou in the corner, lazy 
one?” said she. “ Step forth! Thou hast 
the world before thee ?” 

Upon my word, if the legend were not one 
which I heard on my grandmother's knee, 
and which had established its place among 
things credible before my childish judgment 
could analyze its probability, I question whe- 
ther I should have the face to tell it now! 

In obedience to Mother Rigby’s word, and 
extending its arm as if to reach her out- 
stretched hand, the figure made a step for- 
ward—a kind of hitch and jerk, however, 
rather than a step—then tottered, and almost 
lost its balance. What could the witch ex- 
pect? It was nothing, after all, but a scare- 
crow, stuck upon two sticks. But the strong- 
willed old beldam scowled, and beckoned, 
and flung the energy of her purpose so forci- 
bly at this poor combination of rotten wood, 
and musty straw, and ragged garments, that 
it was compelled to show itself a man, in spite 
of the reality of things. So it stepped into the 
bar of sunshine. There it stood—poor devil 
of a contrivance that it was!—with only the 
thinnest vesture of human similitude about 
it, through which was evident the stiff, rick- 
etty, incongruous, faded, tattered, good-for- 
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nothing patchwork of its substance, ready to 


sink in a heap upon the floor, as conscious of | sternly. 


its own unworthiness to be erect. Shall I 
confess the truth? At its present point of 


vivification, the scarecrow reminds me of 


some of the lukewarm and abortive charac- 
pos composed of heterogeneous materials, 

for the thousandth time, and never 
worth using, with which romance-writers 
(and myself, no doubt, among the rest), have 
so over-peopled the world of fiction. 

But the fierce old hag began to get angry, 
and show a glimpse of her diabolic nature 
(like a snake’s head, peeping with a hiss out 
of her bosom,) at this pusillanimous behavior 
of the thing, which she had taken the tronble 
to put together. 

“Puff away, wretch!” cried she, wrath- 
ml “ Puff, puff, puff, thou thing of straw 
and emptiness !—thou or two!—thou 
meal-bag!—thou pumpkin-head !—thou no- 
thing!—where shall I find a name vile 
enough to call thee by! Puff, I say, and suck 
in thy fantastic life along with the smoke; else 
I snatch the pipe from thy mouth, and hurl 
thee where that red coal came from!” 

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow 
had nothing for it, but to puff away for dear 
life. As need was, therefore, it applied itself 
lustily to the pipe, and sent forth such abun- 
dant volleys of tebacco-smoke, that the small 
cottage-kitchen became all vaporous. The 
one sunbeam struggled mistily through, and 


could but imperfectly define the image of tha } figu 


cracked and dusty window-pane on the oppo- 
site wall. Mother Rigby, meanwhile, with 
one brown arm akimbo, and the other 
stretched towards the figure, loomed grimly 
amid the obscurity, with such port and ex- 
pression as when she was wont to heave a 
ponderous nightmare on her victims, and 
stand at the bedside to enjoy their agony. In 
fear. and trembling did this poor scarecrow 
puff. But its efforts, it must be acknowledg- 
ed, served an excellent purpose; for, with 
each successive whiff, the figure lost more 
and more of its dizzy and perplexing tenuity, 
and seemed to take denser substance. Its 
very garments, moreover, partook of the ma- 
gical change, and shone with the gloss of 
novelty, and glistened with the skilfully em- 
broidered gold that had long ago been rent 
away. And, half-revealed among the smoke, 
a yellow visage bent its lustreless eyes on 
Mother Rigby. 

At last, the old witch clenched her fist, 
and shook it at the figure. Not that she was 
positively angry, but merely acting on the 
principle— untrue, or not the only 
truth, though as high a one as Mother Rigby 
could be expected to attain—that feeble an 
torpid natures, being incapable of better in- 
spiration, must be stirred up by fear. But 
here was the crisis. Should she fail in what 
she now sought to effect, it was her ruthless 
purpose to scatter the miserable simulacre 
into its original elements. 





“Thou hast a man’s aspect,” said she, 
. “Have also the echo and mockery 

of a voice! I bid thee speak!” 
The scarecrow led, and at 
length emitted a murmur, which was so in- 
with its smoky breath that you 
scarcely tell whether it were indeed a 
voice, or only a whiff of tobacco. Some 
narrators of this legend, hold the opinion, 
that Mother Rigby’s conjurations, and the 
fierceness of her will, had compelled a familiar 


— into the figure, and that the voice was 
is. 


“ Mother,” mumbled the poor stifled voice, 
“be not so awful with me! I would fain 
speak ; but being without wits, what can I 
say ? : 


“Thou canst , darling, canst thou?” 
cried Mother Rigby, relaxing her grim coun- 
tenance intoa smile. ‘ And what shalt thou 
say, quoth-a! Say,indeed! Art thou of the 
brotherhood of the empty skull, and demand- 
est of me what thou shalt say? Thon shalt say 
a thousand things, and saying them a thou- 
sand times over, thou shalt still have said 
nothing! Be not — I tell thee! When 
thou comest into the world (whither I pur- 
= sending thee, forthwith), thou shalt not 
ack the wherewithal totalk. Talk! Why, 
thou shalt babble like a mill-stream, if thou 
wilt. Thou hast brains enough for that, I 
trow !” 

“ At your service, mother,” responded the 


re. 

“ And that was well said, my pretty one!” 
answered Mother Rigby. “ Then thou spakest 
like thyself, and meant nothing. Thou shalt 
have a hundred such set phrases, and five 
hundred to the boot of them. And now, 
darling, I have taken so much pains with 
thee, and thou art 35 beautiful, that, by my 
troth, I love thee better than any witch’s 
puppet in the world; and I’ve rade them of 
all sorts—clay, wax, straw, sticks, night-fog, 
morning-mist, sea-foam, and chimney-smoke ! 
But thon art the very best. So give heed 
to what I say!” 

“Yes, kind mother,” said the ‘figure, 
“with all my heart!” 

“With all thy heart!” cried the old witch, 
setting her hands to her sides, and laughing 
loudly. “Thou hast such a pretty way of 
mg With all thy heart! And thou 

idst put thy hand to the left side of thy 
waistcoat, as if thou really hadst one!” 

So now, in high good humor with this fan- 
tastic contrivance of hers, Mother Rigby told 
the scarecrow that it must go and play its 

rt in the great world, where not one man 
in a hundred, she affirmed, was gifted with 
more real substance than itself. And, that 
he might hold up his head with the best of 
them, she endowed on the spot, with an 
unreckonable amount of wealth. It consisted 
partly of a gold mine in Eldorado, and of ten 
thousand shares in a broken bubble, and of 
half a million acres of vineyard at the North 
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Pole, and of a castle in the air and a chateau 
in Spain, er with all the rents and in- 
come the’ accruing. She further made 
over to him the cargo of a certain ship, laden 
with salt of Cadiz, which she herself, by her 
necromantic arts, caused to founder, ten 

before, in the deepest part of mid-ocean. 
if the salt were not ved, and could be 
brought to market, it would fetch a pretty 
penny among the fishermen. That he might 
not lack money, she gave him a r 
farthing, of Birmingham manufacture, being 
all the coin she had about her, and likewise 
a great deal of brass, which she applied to 
his forehead, thus making it yellower than 
ever. 





SMILES AND TEARS. 
WRITTEN FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE, 
BY RICHARD COE, 


“ 4 RT thou happy, little child, 
A On this clear bright summer's day, 
Art thoa happy ? tall me, pray !* 
y me, pray 
“If I had that 

That has flown to yonder tree, 

and and 
y I should be!” 


“ Art thou happy, now?” said I, 
Tears were sparkling in his eye; 
Lo! the butterfly was dead— 
In his hands its life had sped! 


“ Art thou 


Sounding on the gravel lightly, 
To his love words so sweet, 
Tender glances anéwered brightly ! 
_“ Art thou happy, now?” I said, 
Down she hung her lovely head, 
Henry leaves for foreign skies— 
Tears were in the maiden's eyes! 


“ Art thou happy, mother mild, 
On this bright, — summer's day, 
— yo! ow hry 
rt thou happy me, pra; 
“If my baby-boy were well,” . 


Soon the babe restored completely ; 


Cherub-faced and a oy 
On his mother smiled he sweetly! 

“ Art thou happy, now?” I said; 

“ Would his father were not dead !” 
Thus she answered me with sighs, 
Scalding tear-drops in her eyes! 

“ Art thou happy, aged man, 

On this jous summer's day, 
Wart thou happy? tell me, pray!” 
me, 

“IfI were but eat above,” sited 

Spake the old man unto me, 
“To en ~;' Saviour's love, 
Oh h Wy. I should be!” 
Then the came down, 
nomen y with gladness, 


iw 
an 


Tears of joy were in his eyes, 
Dew-drope from the upper skies! 





FREEDOM OF THOUGHT AND THE 
LATEST MIRACLES. 


RCHBISHOP HUGHES, in a late speech 
attempted an exposition of the relations 
between the Roman Catholic Church and 
Liberty, with special reference to the posi- 
tion assumed by him and other prelates, that 
the Roman Catholics are, not less than Pro- 
testants, upholders of freedom in opinion and 
in discussion. The interesting brochure of 
his Grace will be better appreciated by our 
readers, perhaps, if we mention a few recent 
facts illustrative of the subject, as it affects 
“authors and books.” The French Roman 
Catholic Bishop of Lucan has a pastoral 
in the Univers condemning Walter Scott's 
works, without exception. He does the same 
by Chateaubriand, and the Arabian Nights, 
and Don Quizote—the first as Protestant, 
the second as insufficiently Catholic, the third 
as no Christian, the fourth as of no religion 
at all. One unhappy writer of school-books 
is condemned because he cites Guizot and 
Thierry ; another because he blames the mas- 
sacres of Saint Bartholomew, and thinks they 
were caused by “religious fanaticism.” But 
first of all, and more,than all, the bishop con- 
demns “that irreligious” Parisian journal, Za 
Presse. “The number of its subscribers is _ 
deplorable; but they are becoming and shall 
become less; no priest must subscribe to it. 
No priest must be seen with it. No priest 
must ‘ordinarily’ read it.” This is all very 
proper, according to antecedents, but we 
should not like it if Bishop Hughes deprived 
us of the Zribune, the Herald, or the Journal 
of Commerce, all of which are as bad, in the 
same way, as the Presse. Another example 
of the prohibition of books, we add from the 
cyclic letter just issued by Cardinal Lambrus- 
chini, condemning Professor Nuytz’s works 
on ecclesiastical law : 

“ And further, although we derive great conso- 
lation from the promise of Jesus Christ, that the 
gates of hell shall never prevail against the Church, 
our soul cannot but fea excruciating pain, upon 
considering how daring outrages against divine 
and sacred things daily flow from the unbridled 
licentiousness, the perverse effrontery and impiety 
of the press. Now in this ilence of corrupt 
books which invades us on sides, the work en- 
titled Institutes of Ecclesiastical Law, by John 
Nepomuc Nuytz, Professor in the Univer- 
sity of Turin, as also the work entitled Hssays on 
Ecclesiastical Law, by the same author, claim a 

i lace, inasmuch as the doctrines con- 
tained in the said nefarious works are so widely 
disseminated from one of the chuirs «f that uni- 
versity, that uncatholic theses selected from them 
are proposed as fit subjects fur discussion to can- 
didates aspiring to the doctor's degree. For in the 
above mentioned works and essays, such errors 
are taught under the semblance of asserting the 
rights of ‘the ec pe and of the secular power, 
that instead of sound doctrines, thoroughly poison- 
ed cups are offered to youth. For the said author 
hath not blushed to reproduce under a new form, 
in his impious propositions and comments, all those 
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hich have been condemned by John IL, 

LV., Pius VL, and Gregory XVL, as 

as by the decrees of the fourth Council of 
nee plod i ae Fy Trent, He 

is for Church has no 

her authority by might, and that 

has no temporal power whatever, whether direct 


which will, without — become the subject of 
_@ judicial inquiry : ‘A young girl of about twent 
of age, whose damily is employed in the 
tic side of the , had contracted a bad 
fever, owing to the loss of her father a little time 
before, as well as to the influence of the season, 
which has multiplied at Rome diseases of this 
kind, and by which a great number of victims 
have fallen within the last few months. Notwith- 
standing the enlightened efforts of the doctor of 
the Pontifical ‘family,’ and of her parents, the 
invalid was soon at the last extremity. The 
viee-curé of the (which, as is known, is a 
foundation), a member of the Augustin order 
igneur the Sacristan of the same order 
is the titular curé), had administered to her the 
sacrament of extreme unction, and had recited the 
yer recommending her soul. Her last sigh 
was hourly expec For the sake of enabling 
our readers to understand the prodigy about to be 
related, it is necessary to state that during the 
course of the malady the vice-curé had several 
times engaged the pious patient to invoke the aid 
of a venerable servant of God, of the Augustin 
order, whose beatification is about to be declared, 
and he had even mixed in the potions given to such 
girl some little fragments of the clothes of the ven- 
erable man. On the other hand, according to the 
usage of religious families, they had carried into 
the chamber of the dying person the Santo-Bam- 
bino del’Ara Coli, demanding of these last re- 
sources of the faithful a cure no longer in the reach 
beers oenes to bestow. Let ae return to = 
of the dyi irl, whom we find in a profoun 
sleep, from Which she shall soon awaken in sihie 
with smiles on her lips how she had seen the in- 
fant Jesus, having at his side a venerable servant 
of God, clad in the habit of the order of St. Au- 
gustin. She adds that she feels herself cured, but 
very weak, and she asks for a cup of broth to give 
her The broth is given to her, although 
24 uest is led as coming from one in the 
agitation of dying; but the sick girl, who had 
felt the action of grace, and who knew well that 
she was cured, rises, throws off all the™blisters, 
of which not a trace was left on her body, and on 


the following day repaired to the church of Ara |i 


Ceeli, at more than half a league distant, to thank 
the Santo Bambino and the servant of God, who 
had restored her to life and health. You may 
ay, comprehend the'emmantion thet a thet of 
this kind must have produced upon a population 
80 full of faith, saat tn ae of the anne. 
mony of the 21st, which will put solemnly upon 
the altar, in placing him the blest, the ven- 
erable Father Clavier, of the Society of Jesus, 





and at the close of the expiatory triduo which 
Ss caiees of at Saint Andre della — 
a ou commii 
against the Madonna du jcolo del? Abate Luigi’” 
Of course the girl never was il! at all. 
Miraculous gs it appears, have been 
applied to by the highest powers at Rome, 
th the purpose which actuates the old la- 
dies who study Zadkiel. A young peasant 
girl living at Sezza, near the Neapolitan fron- 
tier, has been for some time in a kind of ec- 
static, or, as non-believers in miracles would 
call it, magnetic state, and in that part of the 
province of Marittima and Campagna, is al- 
ready known under the denomfation of St. 
Catherine. Her fame seems to have originated 
in a miracle which she worked some time ago 
on the person of an old woman, who caine 
to her in great distress because her daughter 
had died in childbed, leaving the grandmo- 
ther of the infant without pecuniary means 
for its support. “St. Catherine” is said to 
have directed the old woman to suckle the 
baby herself, assuring her that, before she 
reached home, she would find herself in a 
condition to do so—a direction which the 
venerable applicant strictly obeyed, and 
found her hopes realized! Other supernata- 
ral answers were subsequently given by the 
saint to various oem of the neighbor- 
ing peasantry, and stolen fowls and stray 
cattle were recovered by her indications. 
But the concourse of people at last grew so 
t that the ecclesiastical authorities inter- 
ered in behalf of the sybil, whom they 
placed in safety and repose within the wal 
of a convent, prohibiting, at the same time, 
any one from coming to consult her without 
the express permission of the bishop :— 
“From the accounts of dis te specta- 
tors,” writes the correspondent of the Daily News, 
“T am led to infer that there is really something 
exti i in the mental or physical organiza- 
tion of this young girl, as she alternates between 
a dormant state, resembling magnetic sleep, and a 
strong degree of hysterical or nervous excitabili- 
ty; but whatever may be the real cause of the 
second sight or preternatural knowledge which 
she has, ing to public rumor, so frequently 
displayed, it is certain that many persons of 
this city, including ecclesiastics of high rank, 
have profited by the opportunity of getting a peep 
into future, and knowing betimes what they 
have to prepare for. Cardinals Lambruschini 
and Franzoni and the Duke Don Marino Torlonia 
are the number of distinguished indivi- 
duals who have applied to this modern oracle. 
The advocate Zaccaleoni, Monseigneur A ppoloni, 
their example ; 


carnage 
couple, who went 
An interview 


took place between Pio So pes tess, 
immediately after which she was sent to her 
retirement. The result of the interview has not 











weather at the intercession of the Virgin :— 
“The inhabitants of Tossignano long ago 
i few demonstration of love and favor 


ale rains having hindered the gathering in of 
autumn fruits, and impeded Ng wine for Ber 
comi ear, the active , the very rev 
enthapelid A Far ieee bron wotibeyre 
calamity, called the inhabitants of Tossignano to- 
= with eloquent and touching words 
ught them before most igious image, 
so that, by the intercession of the Virgin, God 
might restore serene weather. For this purpose, 
on the 7th of oes, the — = their beloved 
‘or met to de their humble supplications 
Etthe. foot of the altar, sacred to ther distin 
guished benefactress ; at the first prayer, whilst 
the pastor was offering the propitiatory wafer, a 
ray of sun gladdened the sacred temple, like a 
rainbow of peace smiling on the assembled faith- 
ful, and in a few hours all ene of clouds 
vanished from the sky! The Tossignanesi rightly 
attributing this to the peculiar favor of their 
tectress, and full of gratitude to her, resolved to 
AN ify the 12th inst. by solemn acts of thanks- 
giving. 
These poor absurdities, so suggestive of 
pity and em. may be compared with 
the tricks of Rochester knockers and trav- 
elling mountebanks generally in this country, 
and no “authority of the church” can raise 
them, in the minds of sensible men, to a 
higher respectability. 


THE SONG QUEEN, 

Ovr excellent friend James T. Fizips, now 
in Europe, sends us from his note book the 
following fine apostrophe to Jenny Lind: 

WRITTEN IN A CONCERT ROOM, LONDON, 1847. 


OOK on her! there she the world’s prime wonder 
4 The of jusicians, 





Hail, matchless queen! 
Persie ad ae 
world’s 
And keep serene and safe thy spotless fame! 


WRITTEN FOR THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE 


BY 8, 8. OHILTON. 








AUTUMN LINES. 
WRITTEN FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE 
BY J. R, THOMPSON. 


C= is the golden October 

Down the swift current of time, 

Month by the poets called sober, 
Just for the sake of the fhyme. 


Tints of vermilion and yellow 
Margined the forest and stream ; 

Poets t told us ‘twas mellow, 
Hew inconsistent they seem! 


Now, while the mountain in shadow 


Dappled and hazy appears, 
While the late corn in the meadow, 
Culprit-like, loses its ears— 
oe some Pelee otto : ther, 
out the and the guns, 
Potlow'the birds o'er the heather, 
Where the ‘cold rivulet’ runs. 


Look for them under the cover, 
Just as the pole-star at sea 

Always is sought by the rover, 
Near where the pointers may be. 


Yet if your field-tramping brothers 
Should not be fellows of mark, 


Leave the young partridge for others, 
Only m sone of ola: 


Thus shall the charms of the season 
Gently throw round you their spell, 
Thus enjoy nature in reason, 
If in the country you dwell. 


But if condemned as a denizen 
In a great town to reside, 

Take down a volume of Tenn 
Make him do service ssqeies 


Borne upon "s pini 
Rise to the heights that he gains, 
over Fancy’s dominion, 
alk hypothetical plains, 


Soon shall the December 
Darken above us the sky— 

Winds their old custom remember 
All, in a spree, to get high: 


And, as they wail throngh the copses, 
Dirge-like and scheme bo hear, 

Nature's own grand Thanatopsis 
Sadly shall strike on the ear. 


Bry ay tytn 

n e 

With an old friend and a pitcher 
Lending a share of the mirth. 


Then to the needy be given 
Aid from 


Thanks for the wealth it affords. 
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From Colburn’s New Monthly Magazine. 


THE PUNISHMENT OF GINA MONTANTI. 


it gy 
— was much bustle and commotion 
in the Oastle of Visinara. Servitors ran 
hither and thither, i. ae stood in 
to gossip with each other, messengers 
Gee apatehed in various dievetions; abd 
skilful leeches and experienced nurses were 
tin. Then camea long silence. Voices 
were hushed, and footsteps muffled; the a 
ments of the countess were darkened, and 
nought was heard save the issued whisper, or 
the stealthy tread of the sick chamber. The 
Lady Adelaide was ill. Hours elapsed—hours 
of intolerable suspense to the Lord of Visi- 
nara; and then were heard deep, heartfelt 
congratulations; but they were spoken in a 
whisper, for the lady was still in danger, and 
had suffered almost unto death. There was 
born an heir to Visinara. And as Giovanni 
Count of Visinara, bent over his child, and 
eb his young wife, he felt repaid for 
all he had suffered in voluntarily severing 
himself from Gina Montani; and from that 
time he forgot her, or something very like it. 
And for this he could not be condemned, for 
it was in the line of honor and of duty. Yet 
it was another proof, if one were wanting, 
of the fickle nature of man’s love. It has 
been well compared to words written on the 
sands. Many weeks elapsed ere the Lady 
Adelaide was convalescent; and some more 
before she ventured to join in the gayeties and 
festal meetings of the land. A two days’ 
fete, given at the Capella Palace, was the sig. 
nal for her reappearance in the world. It 
was to be of great magnificence, rumor ran, 
and the Lady Adelaide consented to attend it 
early on the morning of the second day. She 
herself in front of the large mirror in 
dressing-chamber while she was prepared 
for the visit, the same mirror before which 
she had sat on the evening of her wedding- 
day. The Signora Lucrezia and Gina were 
alone present. The former was arranging her 
tich tresses, whilst Gina handed the signora 
what things she required—combs, and the 
like. Whilst thus engaged, the count entered, 


“Giovanni,” exclaimed Adelaide, “ Lucre- 
tia thinks that I should wear something in 
my hair—a wreath, or my diamond coronet ; 
but I feel tired already, and wish the dressing 
was over. Need I be teased with ornaments?” 

“My sweet wife, wear what you best like. 
You need no superficial adorning.” 

“You hear, Lucrezia: make haste and fin- 
ish my hair. Do not put it in curls to-day ; 
braids are less trouble, and sooner done. You 
may put aside the diamond casket, Gina. Oh, 
there's my darling!” continued the countess, 
hearing the baby the door with its nurse. 
“Call him io.” The count himself advanced, 
opened the door, and took his infant. “The 
— precious child!” exclaimed Adelaide, 

ding over the infant, which he placed on 
VOL, V.—NO, I1.—18 





her knees. “ Giovanni,” she added, mame eo 
eagerly to her husband's face, “do you thin 
there ever wassolovely a babe sent on earth?” 

He smiled at her earnestness—men are 
never so rapturously blind in the worship of 
their first-born as women. But he stoo; 
down, and fondly pressed his lips upon 
forehead, while he played with the little hand 
of the infant; and she yielded to the tempta-“ 
tion of suffering her face to rest close to his. 

“But it grows late,” resumed the young 
mother, “and I — we ought to be go- 
ing. Take the baby to its nurse, Lucrezia,” 
she continued, kissing it fifty times as she re- 
signed it. 

The count had drawn behind the Lady Ade- 
laide, where stceod Gina, As his eyes hap- 
pened to fall upon her, he was struck by the 

allid sorrow which sat in her countenance. 

ll-fated Gina! and he had been so absorbed 
these last few weeks in his new happiness! 
A rush of pity, mingled perhaps with self- 
reproach, flew to his heart. What compensa- 
tion could he offer her? In that moment he 
remembered her last words at the interview 
in his wife’s embroidery-room, and gave her 
a look. It was not to be mistaken. Love— 
love, pure and tender—gleamed from his eyes, 
and she answered him with a smile which 
told of her thanks, and that he was perfectly 
understood. Had any one been looking on, 
they could scarcely fail to become aware of 
their existing passion, and that there was a 
secret understanding between them. 

And one was looking on. The Lady Ade- 
laide’s back was towards them, but in the 
large glass before her she had distinctly seen 
the reflection of all that took place. Her 
countenance became white as death, and her 
anger was terrible. ‘* You may retire for the 
present,” she said, in a calm, subdued tone, 
to the startled Gina, upon whose mind flash- 
ed somewhat of the truth; “and tell the 
ove Lucrezia not to return until I call for 

er. 

To describe the scene that ensued would be 
difficult. The shock to the young wife’s feel- 
ings had been very great. That her husband 
was faithless to her, not only in deed but in 
heart, she doubted not. It was in vain he en- 
deavored to explain all; she listened to him 
not. She thought he was uttering falsehoods, 
which but increased his treachery. Gina had 
once spoken of her ficree jealousy, but what 
was hers compared with the Lady Adelaide’s? 
In the midst of her explosions of passion, 
Lucrezia, who _ —— not choy ame or 
misunderstood, her lady’s message by Gina, 
entered. The maiden stood aghast, till, ad- 
monished by a haughty wave of the hand from 
the count, she hastened from the room. La- 
ter in the day, the Lord of Visinara quitted 
the castle, to pay the promised visit. His 
wife refused to go. 


“Merey! meroy!” slie 
exclaimed, in anguish, as she sat alone in her 
apartments, “to be thus requited by Giovanni 
—whom I so loved, my husband! my own hus- 
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band! . is it possible that aman can be guilty 
treachery so deep? Would that I had died 


ere I had known his faithlessness, or ever 
seen him! 


Shame—shame upon it! to intro- 


ing the secret spri 
a letter, opened, and read it: 
“«%o the Lady Adelaide, Countess of Visinara. 

“* You fancy yourself the beloved of Giovanni, 
Count of Visinara ; =e retire not to pues - = 

, in any such vain imagining. The 
ymin has long been given sapeether and, 
you know, by your love for him, that such passion 
can never its object. Had he met you in 
earlier life, it might have been otherwise. He 
marries you, for your lineage is a high one; and 
she, in the world’s eye and in that of his 6wn 

ty race, was no fit mate for him.” 

“ Ay,” she shuddered, “it is explained now. 
So, Gina Montani was this beloved one. I am 
his by sufferance—she, by love. Holy Mother, 
have mercy on my brain! I know they love 
—I see it all too plainly. And I could be- 
lieve his deceitful explanation, and trust him. 
I told him I believed it on our wedding night. 
He did not know why he went to her house; 
habit, he supposed, or, want of occupation. 
Oh, shame on his false words! Shame on my 
own credulity!” 

None of us forget the stanzas in Collins’s 
Ode to the Passions: 

Thy power te M aeagner L to pos were fixed, 
Of di themes the veering song was mixed, 
And now it courted love—now, raving, calling on hate.” 

And calling, indeed, upon hate, as she strode 
her chamber in a frenzy near akin to mad- 
ness, was the lady Adelaide, when her attend- 
ant, Lucrezia, entered. 

“My dear lady,” she exclaimed, bursting 
into tears, as any crocodile might do—* my 
dear, dear young lady, I cannot know that 
you are thus suffering, and keep away from 
your presence. Pardon me for intruding up- 
on you against orders.” 

The Lady Adelaide smoothed her brow, and 
the lines of her face resumed their haughti- 
ness, as she imperiously ordered Lucrezia to 
quit theroom. The heart most awake to the 
miseries of life wears to the world the cold- 
est surface ; and it was not in the Lady Ade- 
jaide’s nature to betray aught of her emo- 
tions to any living being, save, perhaps, her 
husband. 

“ Nay, my lady, suffer me to remain yet a 
a moment: at least, while I disclose what I 
know of that viper.” 





The Lady Adelaide started; but she sup- 
reased all excitement, and Luerezia began 
er tale—an exaggerated account of the in- 

terview she had & witness to between 
the Lord of Visinara and Gina Montani. The 
countess listened to its conclusion, and a low 
moan escaped her. 

“What think you now, madam, she de- 
serves ?” 

“ To die!” burst from the pale lips of the 
unhappy lady. * 

“To die,” acquiesced Lucrezia, calmly, 
“No other punishment would meet her guilt; 
and no other, that Iam aware of, could be 
devised to prevent it for the future.” 

“Oh! tempt me not,” cried the lady, wring- 
ing her hands. “I spoke hastily.” 

“Give but the orders, madam,” resumed 
Lucrezia, ‘and they shall be put in practice.” 

“‘ How can 1?” demanded the Lady Ade- 
laide, once more pacing the room in her an- 
guish ; “‘ how could I ever rest afterwards, 
with the guilt of murder upon my soul ?” 

“Tt will be no guilt, lady.” 

“ Lucrezia !” 

“T have made it my business to inquire 
much about this girl—to ascertain her histo- 
ry. I thought it my duty, and very soon | 
should have laid the whole matter before you.” 

“ Well?” 

“You may destroy her, madam, as you 
would destroy that little bird there in its 
golden cage, without sin and without com- 
punction.” 

“Oh, Lucrezia, Lucrezia! once more I say 
unto thee, tempt me not. Wicked and art- 
ful as she is, she is still one of God’s creatures.” 

“Searcely, my lady,” answered Lucrezia, 
with a gesture which spoke of deep scorn for 
the culprit. “I have cause to believe—good 
cause,” she repeated, lowering her voice, and 
looking round, as if she feared the very walls 
might hear the fearful words she was about 
to utter, “that she is one of those lost crea- 
tures who are enemies to the Universal Faith, 
a descendant of the Saxons, and an apostate; 
as too many of that race have become.” 
os What say you?” gasped the Lady Ade- 

aide. 

“‘ That we have been harboring a heretic, 
madam,” continued Lucrezia, her passion ris- 
ing; ‘a spy, it may be, upon our holy cere- 
monies. No wonder that evil has fallen upon 
this house.” 

“* Go to the cell of Father Anselmo,” shiv- 
ered the Lady Adelaide, her teeth chattering 
with horror,’ “and pray his holiness to step 
hither: this fearful doubt shall at once be set 
at rest.” 

1. 

Grva Montant, her head aching with sus- 
pense and anxiety, was shut up alone in her 
chamber when she received a summons to 
the apartments of her mistress. Obeying at 
once, she found the confessor, Father Ansel- 
mo, sitting there, by the side of the countess. 
The monk cast his eyes steadfastly upon Gina, 
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as if examining her features, “ Never, my 
ter, never !” he said, at length, turning 
to the countess. “I can take upon myself 
to assert that this damsel of thine has never 
once before me to be shriven.” 

“ Examine her,” was the reply of the lady. 

“ hter,” said the priest, turning to 
pass) “ for so I would fain call thee, until as- 

that thou canst have no claim to the 
title, what faith is it’ that thou professest.” 

Gina raised her hand to her burning tem- 
ples, She saw that all was discovered. But 
when she removed it, the perplexity in her 
face had cleared away, and her resolution 
was taken. “ The truth, the truth,” she mur- 
mured ; “for good, or for ill, I will tell it 
now. 

“Hearest thou not?” inquired the priest, 
somewhat more sternly. “ Art thou a child 
of the True Faith ?” 

“Tam not a Roman Catholic,” she an- 
swered, timidly, “if you call that faith the 
tree one.” 

The Lady Adelaide and the priest crossed 
themselves simultaneously, whilst Gina grasp- 
ed the arm of the chair against which she 
was standing. She was endeavoring to steel 
her heart to bravery; but in those days, and 


in that country, such a scene was a terrible 
ordeal. 


“Dost thou not worship the One True 
God,” continued the priest, ‘‘and acknow- 
ledge his Holiness, our Father at Rome, to be 
His sole representative here ?” 

“I worship the One True God,” replied 
Gina, solemnly, joining her hands in a rever- 
ent attitude; “ but for the Pope at Rome, I 
know him not.” 

The Lady Adelaide shrieked with aversion 
and terror, and the pale face of the monk be- 
came glowing with the crimson of indigna- 
tion. “ Knowest thou not,” he said, “ that 
to the Pope it is given to mediate between 
earth and heaven ?” 

“T know,” faltered Gina, shrinking at the 
monk’s looks and tone, yet still courageous 
for the truth, “that there is One Mediator 
between and man.” 

“ And he— ?” 

“ Our Saviour.” 

“Miserable heretic!” scowled the monk, 
“hast thou yet to learn that of all the living 
souls this world contains, not one can enter 
the fold of Heaven without the sanction of 
our Holy Father, the Pope ?” 

“T shall never learn it,” whispered Gina, 

“and to me such doctrines savor of blasphe- 
my. Therefore, I beseech you, dilate not on 
them.” 
_“ Lost, miserable wretch!” cried the priest, 
lifting his hands in dismay. ‘“ Need I tell 
thee, that in the next world there is a place 
of torture kept for such as thee—a gulf of 
burning flames, never to be extinguished. 

“ We are told there is such a place,” she 





the infinite love and mercy of God keep both 
you and me from it!” 

* Thon art less—hopeless !” ejaculated 
the monk, sternly. ‘“ Yet, another question 
ere I send thee forth. Where hast thou im- 
bibed these deadly doctrines ?” 

“My mother wedded with an Italian,” an- 
cnet Gina, “ but she was born on the free 
soil of England, and reared in its Reformed 
Faith.” 

“A benighted land—an accursed land!” 
screamed the priest, vehemently; “the time 
will come when it shall be deluged from one 
end to the other with its apostates’ blood.” 

“It is an enlightened land—a free, blessed 
land!” retor Gina, in agitation; “ and 
God’s mercy will rest upon it, and keep it 
powerful amongst nations, so long as its sons 
remain true to their Reformed Faith.” 

“ Insanity has fallen upon them,” raved the 
monk, endeavoring to drown the bold words 
of Gina,—“ nothing but insanity. But,” he 
added, dropping his voice, “let them beware. 
Quem Deus volt perdere, prius dementat.” 

Gina understood not the tongue; but the 
Lady Adelaide did, and crossed herself. 

“ And this mother of thine,” sneered the 
rage turning again to Gina, “ where may 
she be? 

“ She is dead,” gasped Gina, bursting into 
tears. 

“ Good!” assented the monk; “ then she 
is meeting with her deserts.” 

“God grant she may be!” aspirated the 
maiden, “ for she died in the faith of Christ.” 

“ And who have been thy worthy instruc- 
tors since ?” proceeded the priest. 

“T have had but one guide since,” an- 
swered Gina. 

“ Disclose the name.” 

“ My Bible.” 

The monk uttered what seemed very like 
a scream of passion, and the Lady Adelaide, 
as she heard the words, half rose from her 
chair. 

“Be calm, my daughter,” interrupted the 
monk, waving his hand towards the countess ; 
“IT will guard thee from the harm caused by 
contact with this heretical being. Desire 
her, I pray thee, to fetch this Book hither, 
that I may glance at it.” 

“Go,” cried the Lady Adelaide, imperi- 
ously, to Gina; “ bring this Bible instantly!” 

Gina obeyed, and the sacred volume was 
placed in the hands of the monk. The Lady 
Adelaide shrank from touching it. 

‘“‘ Ha!” cried the monk, perceiving it to be 
printed in the English tongue, “dost thou 
speak this language, then ?” 

“It is familiar to me as my own,” replied 
Gina. 

“ T will summon thy attendants for a light, 
my daughter,” he remarked to the Lady Ad- 
elaide. And when one was brought, the 
priest advanced to a part of the room where 
the marble floor was uncovered by tapestry, 


answered, ling with her tears, for the 
interview Garlecbing too painful. ‘ May | and tearing the leaves from the Book, he set 
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light to them, till all, both the Old and New 
‘Testament, were consumed, and the ashes 
scattered on the ground. “It is the most 
pn instructor that can be placed in 
the hands of the Lagan he observed, com- 

lacently watching the black mass smoulder- 
oe there. And Gina Montani pressed her 
hands her chest, which was throbbing 
with agitation, but she did not dare to utter 
a word of remonstrance. 

“Oh, father, father!” cried the Lady Ad- 
‘@laide, sinking at his feet, after Gina had been 
conducted to her chamber, and giving vent 
poser tha sobs of agony, “she has dar- 
ed to come between me and my husband— 
he has known her long, it seems. If she 
should have tainted him with this black her- 
es \ ioe 

The monk turned as white as the lady’s 
dress at the suggestion. It was enough to 
make him. That that docile and faithful ser- 
vant of the Church, the powerful Chief of Visi- 
nara, who was ever ready, at only half a hint, 
to endow it with valuable offerings and pre- 
sents—entire robes of point lace for the Vir- 
gin Mary, and flounces and tuckers for all the 

male saints in the calendar, not to speak of 
his donations in hard cash, and his frequent 
offerings of paintings, most of them repre- 
senting the popes working miracles, particu- 
larly that very pious one, Alexander VI.— 
that he should have had dissent instilled into 
him, perhaps even been made familiar with 
the principles of this upstart creed! Had 
his reverence swooned outright, it would 
have only been what might be expected. 

“Tt will not be a crime to remove her, fa- 
ther,” faltered the Lady Adelaide. 

“ Crime !” cried the ruffled priest; “ canst 
thou connect the word—in that sense—with 
so degraded a being?” 
bir To — her in an 

, in a whisper. 
call. it MURDER.’ 


,” persisted the 
“Yet the world might 


“No punishment in this world is adequate 


to her sin,” answered the monk. “And she 
must not be suffered to remain in it.” 

“Thou wilt then grant me absolution be- 
forehand, holy father,” implored the Lady 
Adelaide. : 

* And what canst thou do, my child?” re- 
sumed the monk, smiling upon the countess. 
“Thou hast not been used to such work, and 
wouldst prove a sad novice at it.” 

“Too true,” she uttered; “my heart is 
trembling now. Indeed, I could think but 
of one way—the moat. And though the or- 
der seems easy enough to give, I fear I should, 
when the moment came, shrink from issu- 
ing it. ‘ 

“ And who hast thou in this castle that 
will do thy bidding in secret and in silence? 
It were better that this deed were not known: 
and thou canst not stop tongues, my danghter.” 

“There are many bound to my interests, 
who would, I believe, lay down their lives for 
me,” deliberated the Lady Adelaide; “ yet, 





alas! the tongue is an unruly member, and 
is apt to give utterance in unguarded moments 
to words against the will.” 

“Thou hast reason, my child. I but put 
the — to thee. I will undertake 
this business for thee. That evil one’s sin 
has been committed against the Church, and 
it is fitting that the Church should infliet the 
punishment.” 

“ Thou wilt cause her to be flung into the 
moat ?” shuddered the Lady Adelaide. 

“ The moat!” echoed the priest. “ Think- 
est thou, my daughter, that the Church is 
wont to garry out her dealings by ordinary 
means? Signal as this woman’s sin has been, 
signal must be her expiation.” 

“ Can it be expiated ?” 

“ Never, either in this world or the next. 
And every moment of delay that we volun- 
tarily make in harling her to her doom, must 
draw down wrath on our own heads from the 
saints on high.” 

The Lady Adelaide meekly bowed her head, 
as if to deprecate any wrath that might just 
then be fulling. 

“Thy lady in waiting, Lucrezia, is true, I 
have reason to believe,” continued the monk. 

“T believe her to be true,” answered the 
Lady Adelaide. 

‘“* We may want her co-operation,” he con- 
cluded, “ for I opine that thou, my daughter, 
wilt not deign to aid in this; neither do I 
think thou art fitted for it.” 

mm. 

Tue castle was bes, sare in silence, it being 
past the hour at which the household retired 
to repose. Gina Montani was in her night- 
dress, though as yet she had not touched her 
hair, which remained in long curls, as she 
had worn it in the day. Suspense and agi- 
tation caused her to linger, and she sat at her 
dressing-table in a musing attitude, her head 
resting on her hand, wondering what would 
be the ending to all that the day had brought 
forth. She had dismissed her attendant some 
time before. With a deep sigh she rose to 
continue her preparations for rest, when the 
door softly opened, and the Signora Lucrezia 
appeared. 

“ You need not prepare yourself for bed,” 
sha observed, in a low, distinct whisper; 
“ another sort of bed is preparing for you.” 

“What do you mean?” demanded the 
startled girl. 

“ That you are this night to die.” 

Gina shrieked. 

“T may tell you,” interrupted the lady 
“that screams and resistance avill be wholly 
useless. Your doom is irrevocable, therefore 
it may save you trouble to be silent.” 

“You are speaking falsely to me. I have 
done nothing to deserve death.” 

“ Equivocation will be alike unavailing,” 
repeated Lucrezia. “And if you ask what 
you have done—you have dared to step with 
your ill-placed passion between my lord and 
the Lady Adelaide: you have brought dis- 
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oredit upon the long-upheld religion of this 


“T have disturbed no one’s faith,” returned 
Gina. “I wish to disturb none. It is true 
that I love Giovanni, Count di Visinara, but 
Tloved him long ere he saw the Lady Ade- 


“ What!” cried the signora, her cheeks in- 
flamed, and her brow darkening, “do you 
dare to avow your shame to my face?” 

“Tt is no e,” answered Gina, sadly; 
there is nothing of guilt in such a love as 
mine.” 

“Follow me,” repeated Lucrezia. “ You 
have no time to waste in lamentations.” 

“By whose orders do I die?” demanded 
the indignant girl. ‘ Not by Ais ; and no one 
else bas a right to condemn me.” 

Lucrezia expected this, and was a ga 
Alas, that the Lord of Visinara should that 
aay have left his signet ring behind him! 

“Do you know this ring!” demanded Lu- 
erezia, holding out the jewel. 

“Too well. It is the Count of Visinara’s.” 


“You may then know who has condemned 
” 


“Oh, Giovanni!” wailed Gina, as she sank 
te on the floor in her anguish, “ this 
you!” All idea of resistance vanished 
with the thought that it was him she so loved 
who doomed her to destruction. “I thought 
he was still at the Capella Palace,” she in- 
ired, looking up at Lucrezia, a doubt pos- 
sibly finding its way to her heart. “When 
did he return ?” 

“T came not to waste the moments in idle 
words,” returned Lucrezia, as she prepared 
to utter the falsehood; “it is sufficient for 
you to know that he has returned, and has 
given the orders that you seem inclined to 
resist.” 

“Implore him to come to me for one mo- 
ment, for a last farewell.” 

“T may not ask it. He is with the Lady 
Adelaide.” 

“First, my happiness, then, my life, sacri- 
ficed to appease the Lady Adelaide! Oh, 
Giovanni! false, but dear Giovanni—” 

“T have no orders to call those who will 
use violence,” interrupted the signora, ‘* but 
I must do so if you delay to follow me.” 

“I am about to dress myself,” returned 
Gina. j 

“The dress you have on will serve as well 
asanother—and better, for a night-gown bears 
some resemblance to a shroud.” 

_ “One moment for prayer,” was the next 
imploring petition. 

“Prayer for you!” broke contemptuously 
from the signora. ’ 

‘A single moment for prayer,” reiterated 
the victim. ‘If I am, indeed, about to meet 
my Maker, I stand awfully in need of it ; for 
T have of late worshipped but one, but it has 
not been Him.” 

“ Prayer for you, a heretic!” repeated Lu- 

a r 
crezia; “ you may as well offer it up to blocks 
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of wood or stone. The creed you profess for- 
feits all inheritance for you in heaven.” 

Yet still Gina repeated it—“ A few mo- 
ments for prayer, in mercy!” 

“Then pray away where you are going, 
a crews | a - “You 

ave time eno to spare—ming 
and hours, and days, perhaps.” #3 

The signora evidently took a savage plea- 
sure in urging on the death ofGina Montani. 
What could be the reason? Women in gene- 
ral are not so frightfully cruel. The motive 
was, that she herself loved the count. As 
Bianca had said, when watching the bridal 
cavalcade, could any be brought into daily 
contact with one so attractive and not learn 
to love him? so it had proved with Lucrezia. 
Being the favorite attendant of her mistress, 
she was much with her, and consequently 
daily and frequently in the company of Gio- 
vanni, He had many a gay word and passing 
jest for her, for he was by nature a gallant, 
free-spoken man; and this had its effect. 
Whilst he never glanced a thought towards 
her but as one necessary to wait upon his 
wife, he became to her heart dangerously 
dear; and excessively jealous had she been 
of Gina ever since she had heard the conver- 
sation in the embroidery-room. Pushing the 
unfortunate girl on before her, Lucrezia si- 
lently passed from Gina’s bed-chamber to the 
secret passages, plenty of which might be 
found in the mad She bore a lantern in 
her hand, which emitted a dim, uncertain 
light. At length they came to a passage, a 
little beyond the chapel, far removed from 
the habited apartments; and in the middle 
of this were two male forms, busily occupied 
at work of some description. A lantern, si- 
milar to the one Lucrezia varried, was bang- 
ing high up against the opposite wall; another 
stood on the ground. Gina stopped and shi- 
vered, but Lucrezia touched her arm, and she 
walked on. They were nearing the men, 
who were habited as monks, and their faces 
shielded beneath their cowls, when the sig- 
nora halted and pressed her hand upon her 
brow, as if in thought. Presently she turned 
to Gina. A second lie was in her mouth; 
but how was the ill-fated young lady to know 
it? “* Hesent you a message,” she whispered. 
“Ttis his last request to you. Will you receive 
it?” The unhappy victim looked up eagerly. 

“ He requests, then, by his love for you-—— 
by the remembrance of the happy moments 
you once spent together, that you neither re- 
sist nor scream.” 

Her heart was too full to speak; but she 
bowed her head in acquiescence. Lucrezia 
moved to on. “How is my life to be 
taken? By the dagger? By blows?” 

“ By neither—by nothing. Nota hair of 

your head will be touched.” 
“¥ Ah! I might have guessed. It is by poi- 
son.” 
“Tt will be taken by nothing, I tell you. 
Why do you not listen to me?” 
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“You in riddles,” said Gina, faintly. 
bear my fate, whatever it may 


“Bat I 
be.” 

“ And in silence? He asks it by your mu- 
ual love.” 


“ All, all, for his sake,” she answered. 
“Tell him, as I have loved, so will I obey 
him to the last.” 

Lucrezia walked on, and Gina followed. 
She saw and understood the manner of her 
death, but, faithful to the imagined wish of 
her lover, she uttered neither remonstrance 
nor cry. The clock was upon the stroke of 
one, when smothered s of fear and an- 

‘ish told that her punishment had begun ; 
Pat no louder sound broke the midnight si- 
lence, or carried the appalling deed to the in- 
habitants of the castle. An hour passed be- 
fore all was completed: they were long in 
doing their deed of veugeance; and, when it 
was over, Gina Montani had been removed 
from the world forever. 

“Madame, she is gone!” was the saluta- 
tion of Lucrezia, her teeth chattering, and 
her face the hue of a corpse, when she en- 
tered the chamber of her mistress. 

The Lady Adelaide had not retired to rest. 
She ‘was pacing her apartment in unutterable 
misery. The social conditions of life, its forms 
and chet, were to her as nothing since her 
terrible awaking to reality. 

Morning had dawned before the return of 
the Lord of Visinara. He was fatigued both 
in body and mind, and, throwing himself up- 
on a couch, slept for some hours. And he 
probably would have rested longer, had not 
an unusual disturbance and commotion in his 
household aroused him. They were telling 
a strange tale: one that, for the moment, 
drove the life-blood away from his heart. It 
was, that the wicked dealings of Gina Mon- 
tani with Satan had been brought to light on 
the previous day. The holy Father Anselmo 
had taxed her with her guilt, and she had 
openly confessed all without reserve; and 
that the Evil One had appeared in the night, 
and had run away with her—a just reward. 

In those times, a reputed visit of the devil 
in propri would have been likely to 
obtain more credence than it could in these: 
but it would probably be going too far to say 
that the Lord of Visinara participated in the 
belief of his horror-stricken household. Cer- 
tain it is, he caused minute inquiries to be 
made, although at the express disapprobation 
of the spiritual directors of the neighboring 
monastery, some of whom were attached to 
the services of his chapel, and pointed out to 
him the grievous sin it was thus to be solicit- 
ous about the fate of an avowed heretic. 
But he could learn nothing. The maid who 
waited on her testified that she assisted Gina 
to undress on the previous night. In proof 
of which, the garments she had taken off 
were found in the chamber. The remainder 
of her clothes were in their places undisturb- 
ed; the only article missing being a night- 





dress, which the attendant in on said 
she saw her put on; and her had not 
been slept in. Giovanni spoke to his wife, 
but she observed a oe A ep and it 
was useless to question her. He had the moat 
d , and the neighborhood for miles 
round scoured, but no tidings could be ob- 
tained. Yet, strange to say, in passing on 
that first morning through the remote corri- 
dors, he fancied he heard her voice pronounce 
his name in a tone of imploring agony. He 
searched in every nook and corner, but found 
nothing, and soon thought no more of it, ex- 
cept to marvel how his imagination could so 
have deceived him. 

After a time, peace was restored between 
the count and the Lady Adelaide ; but all bliss 
for her, all mutual confidence, had ceased for 
ever. 


IV. 

Tr was midnight. In the nursery at the 
castle sat the head nurse, and on her Jap was 
the dying heir of Visinara, now eight or ten 
months old. Until nine days previous, he 
had been a healthy child, but, from that time, 
a wasting fever had attacked him, and now 
he was ill unto death. The Lady Adelaide, 
her eyes blinded with tears, knelt beside him, 
gazing on his colorless face. The count him- 
self was gently rubbing his little hands to try 
and excite some warmth in them. 

“Do you not think he looks a little, a very 
little better?” demanded the lady, anxiously. 

The nurse hesitated. She did not think 
so, but ‘she was unwilling to say what she 
thought. 

“His hands—are they any warmer, Gio- 
vanni ?” 

“The count shook his head, and the nurse 
spoke. “There will be hope, madan, if this 
last medicine should take effect.” 

The Lady Adelaide pressed her lips upon 
the infant’s forehead, and burst into tears. 

“You will be ill, Adelaide,” said her hus- 
band. ‘This incessant watching is bad for 
you. Let me persuade you to take rest.” 

She motioned in the negative. 

“Indeed, madam, but you ought to do 
so,” interrupted Lucrezia, who was present: 
“these many nights you have passed without 
sleep; and your health so delieate!””. 

“Lie down—lie down, my love,” inter- 
posed her husband, “if only for a short time.” 

Again she refused ; but at length they in- 
duced her to comply, her husband promising 
to watch over the child, and to let her know 
if there should be the slightest change in him. 
He passed his arms round his wife to lead her 
from the chamber, for she was painfully weak; 
but they had scarcely gone ten steps from 
the door, when a prolonged, shrill scream, as 
of one in unutterable terror, reached their 
ears. They rushed back again. The nurse 
sat, still supporting the child, but with her 
eyes dilating and fixed on one corner of the 
room, and her face rigid with horror. It was 
she who had sereamed. 





PTenret wma! 


xo @ 


nw. S a I 


ied 


THE PUNISHMENT OF GINA MONTANL 





“My child! my child!” groaned the Lady 


“ Nurse, what in the name of the Holy Vir- 
gin is the matter?” exclaimed the count, per- 
ceiving no alteration in the infant. “ Fou 
look as if you had seen a spectre!” 

“J have seen one,” shuddered the nurse. 

“What have you been dreaming of?” he 
returned, angrily. 

“ As true as that we are all assembled here, 
my lord,” continued the nurse, solemnly, “I 
saw the spirit of Gina Montani!” 

A change came over the Lord of Visinara’s 
countenance, but he spoke not; whilst the 
Lady Adelaide clung to her husband in fear, 
and Lucrezia darted into the midst of the 
group, and laid hold of the nurse’s chair. 

“ What absurdity!” uttered the count, re- 
covering himself. ‘ How could such an idea 
enter your head?” 

“ Were it the last word I had to speak, my 
lord,” continued the woman, “and to my 
dying day, I will maintain what I assert. I 
saw but now the ghost of Gina Montani. It 
was in a night-dress, and stood there, far away, 
where the lamp casts its shade.” 

“Nonsense!” said the count abstractedly. 
“Pray did you see anything?” he continued, 
banteringly, to Lucrezia, and to another at- 
tendant who was in the room. They answer- 
ed that they had not : but Lucrezia was white, 
and shook convulsively. A wild, frantic sob, 
burst from the Lady Adelaide. The child 
was dead ! 


v. 

Many months again slipped by, with lit- 
tle to distinguish them save the decreasing 
strength of the Lady Adelaide. She had been 
wasting slowly since the shock given her 
heart at discovering her husband’s love for 
Gina Montani. She loved him passionately, 
and she knew her love was unrequited; for 
affections once bestowed, as his had been, can 
never be recalled and given to another. The 
illness of the mind had its effect upon the 
body ; she became worse and worse, and, af- 
ter the birth of a second child, it was evident 
that she was sinking rapidly. She lay upon 
the stately bed in her magnificent chamber, 
about which were scattered many articles 
consecrated to her girlhood, or to her happy 
bridal, and, as such, precious. Seated by the 
bedside was her husband; one hand clasping 
hers, in the other he held a cambric handker- 
chief, with which he occasionally wiped her 
languid brow. “Bear with me a little lon- 
ger, my husband—but a short time.” 

“Bear with you, Adelaide!” he repeated ; 
“would to the Blessed Virgin you might be 
spared to me!” 

“Tt is im 


ible,” she sighed, pressing his 
hand upon her wasted bosom. 

“* Adelaide”—he hesitated; after awhile— 
“TI would ask you a question—a question 
which, if you can, I entreat that you will 
answer.” 

She looked at him inquiringly, and he re- 
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sumed, in a low voice: “ What became of 
Gina Montani?” 

Even amidst the pallid hue of death, a flush 
appeared in her cheeks at the words. 
gasped once or twice with agitation before 
she could speak. “ Bring not up that subject 
now ; the only one that came between us to 
disturb our peace—the one to which I am in- 
debted for my death. I am lying dying be- 
fore you, Giovanni, and you can think but of 
her.’ 

“* My love, why will you so misunderstand 
me?” 

“These thoughts excite me dreadfully,” 
she continued. ‘“ Let us banish them, if you 
would have peace visit me in dying.” 

“May your death be far away yet,” he 
sighed. 

“ Ah! I trust so—a little longer—a few 
days with you and my dear child!” And the 
count clasped his hands together as he silent- 
ly echoed her prayer. 

“ Will you reach me my small casket?” she 
echthanel. ; “I put a few trinkets in it, yes- 
terday, to leave as tokens of remembrance. I 
must show you how I wish them bestowed.” 

He rose from his seat, and looked about 
the room; but he could not find the jewel- 
case. “ The small one, Giovanni,” she said ; 
“not my diamond casket. I thought it was 
in the mosaic cabinet. Or, perhaps, they 
may have taken it into my dressing-room.” 

He went into the adjoining apartment, and 
had found the missing casket, when a shriek 
of horror from the lips of the Lady Adelaide 
smote his ear. He was in an instant at the 
bedside, supporting her in his arms; the at- 
tendants also came running in. “ My dearest 
Adelaide, what is it that excites you thus?” 
But his inquiries were in vain. She lay in 
his arms, sobbing convulsively, and clinging 
to him as if in terror. Broken words came 
from her at length: “I looked up—when 
you were away—and saw—there, in that 
darkened recess—her. I did—I did, Gio- 
vanni!” 

“Whom?” he said becoming very pale. 

“Her—Gina Montani. She was in white 
—a long dress it seemed. Oh! Giovanni, 
leave me not again.” 

“TI will never leave you, Adelaide. But. 
this—it must have been a fancy—an illusion 
of the imagination. We had just been speak- 
ing of her.” 

“You remember,” she sobbed, “the night 
our child died—nurse saw the same spectre. 
It may—” 

The lady’s voice failed her, and her hus- 
band started, for a rapid change was taking 
place in her countenance. 

“T am dying, Giovanni,” she said, clinging 
to him, and trembling with nervous terror. 
“Oh, support me! A doctor—a priest— 
Father Anselmo—where are they? He gave 
me absolution, he said. Then why does the 
remembrance of the deed come back again 
now? They would not have done it without 
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my sanction. Giovanni, my husband—pro- 
tect and mre our ona him never. 
Giovanni, I say, can forgive—or 
does it rest above? so, oh! why did I 
have her killed? Giovanni, who is it—Fath- 
er Anselmo ?—God t—who is to forgive me? 
It was murder! Giovanni, where are you? 
My sight is going—Giovanni——””_ Her voice 
died away, and the count bowed his head in 
his anguish, whilst the attendants pressed for- 
wards to look at her countenance. The Lady 
Adelaide had passed to another world! 


VI. 

Ir was years after the death of Lady Ade- 
laide, that workmen were making some al- 
terations in the Castle of Visi prepara- 
tory to the second marriage of its lord, who 
was about to espouse the lovely Elena di Ca- 
pella. They were taking down the walls of 
@ secret passage, or corridor, leading out of 
the chapel to the neighboring monastery. 
Standing, looking on, was the count, still, to 
all appearance, youthful, though he was, in 
reality, some years past thirty, but his fea- 
tures were of a cast that do not quickly take 
the signs of age. By his side stood a fair boy 
of seven years old—his heir—open-hearted, 
engaging, with a smiling countenance, on 
which might be traced his father’s features, 
whilst he had inherited his mother’s soft blue 
eyes and her sunny hair. 

“What a while you are!” exclaimed the 
child, looking on, with innpatience, to see the 
walls come down. “ You should hit harder.” 

“The walls are very thick, Alberto,” ob- 
served his father. ‘ All these niches, which 
have been blocked up, and in the olden time 
contained statues, have to come down also.” 

“They are taking down a niche now, are 
they not, papa?” 

“Not yet. They are removing the wall 
which has been built before it. It appears 
fresher, too, than the rest; of more recent 
date.” 

“Tt seems extraordinarily fresh, my lord,” 
observed one of the workmen. ‘The mate- 
rials are old, but it has certainly been rebuilt 
within a few years—within ten, I should 
say. 

‘* Not it,” laughed the count. “ These cor- 
ridors have not been touched during my life- 
time.” 

“This portion of them has, my lord, you 
sa» rely upon it.” 

s he spoke, the remainder came down with 
atremendous crash, leaving the niches exposed, 
There was no statue there—but the corpse of 
the unfortunate Gina Montani, standing up- 
right.in her night-dress, was revealed to their 
sight—nearly as fresh as if she had died but 
my, having been excluded from the air. 

he features, it is true, were scarcely to be 
recognized, but the hair—the long brown 
curls falling on her neck—was the same as 
ever. This was her horrible death then—to 
be walled up alive! The count grew sick 
and faint as he gazed. Before he had time 





to collect his startled thoughts, the child pull- 
ed at and clung to his arm. “ Take me away. 
What is that dreadful thing? You look white 
and cold too, not as you always do. Oh, what 
is it? Dear papa, take me here |” 
The workmen were affrighted—perhaps 
more so, though less shocked, than the count, 
But one of them, jally recovering him- 


self, touched the corpse with an implement 

he had been using, and it came down a heap 

of dust. The Lord of Visinara turned, and 

hen that tottered under him, bore his 
to the castle. 


with 
child 


vil. 

You may hear in Italy unto this day, vari- 
ious versions of this tradition. One will tell 
you that the Lord of Visinara offered moneys 
and treasures, to the half of his possessions, 
to the monks, if they would lay the troubled 
spirit of Gina Montani, but that, although 
they tried hard, they could not do it. Ac- 
cording to another version, the friars would 
hot try, for that no heretic’s soul may be 
prayed for in the Roman Church. But, how- 
ever the monks may have settled it amongst 
themselves, all versions of the history agree 
in one particular, that the ghost was not laid; 
that it never would be, and never could be, 
but still wanders on the earth. And you 
were wise to profess faith in it too, if you go 
ae i the Italians, unless you would be 
looked on as an unbeliever, not a degree 
better than the poor Protestant maiden 
Montani. 

Several descendants of Giovanni and Ade- 
laide of Visinara, are still scattered about 
Italy, though greatly reduced in station. And 
the accredited belief is, that whenever death 
is going to remove one of these, the spirit of 
the ill-fated Gina appears and shows itself to 
them in the moments of their last and most 
terrible agonies. 





From Sharpe's Magazine, 
VISION OF CHARLES XL 

\ \ JE are in the habit of laughing incredu- 

lously at stories of visions and supernat- 
ural apparitions, yet some are so well authen- 
ticated, that if we refuse to believe them, we 
should, in consistency, reject all historical 
evidence. The fact 1am about to relate is 
guaranteed by a declaration signed by four 
credible witnesses ; I will only add, that the 
prediction contained in this declaration was 
well known, and generally spoken of, long 
before the occurrence of the events which 
have apparently fulfilled it. 

Charles XI., father of the celebrated Charles 
XII., was one of the most despotic, but, at 
the same time, wisest monarchs, who ever 
reigned in Sweden. He curtailed the enor- 
mous privileges of the nobility, abolished the 
power of the Senate, made laws on his own 
authority ; in a word, he changed the consti- 
tution of the country, bitherto an oligarchy, 
and forced the States to invest him with ab- 
solute power. He was a man of enlightened 
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d pie: Sony attached to the Lu- 
cr relign: is disposition was.cold, un- 
i Pp ic, utterly destitute of 
imagination. He had just lost his queen, 
Ulrica Eleonora, and he appeared to feel her 
death more than could have been expected 
from a man of his character. He became 
even more gloomy and silent than before, and 
his incessant application to business proved 
his anxiety to banish painful reflections. 

Towards the close of an autumn evening, 
he was sitting in his dressing-gown and slip- 
pers, before a large fire, in his private 
ment. His chamberlain, Count Brahe, and 
his physician, Baumgarten, were with him. 
The evening wore away, and his majesty did 
not dismiss them as usual; with his head 
down and his eyes fixed on the fire, he main- 
tained a profound silence, weary of his guests, 
and fearing, half unconsciously, to remain 
alone. The count and his companion tried 
various subjects of conversation, but could 
interest him in nothing. Atlength Brahe, 
who supposed that sorrow for the queen was 
the cause of his depression, said with a deep 
sigh, and pointing to her portrait, which hung 
in the room, 

“What a likeness that is! How truly it 
ives the expression, at once so gentle and so 
ignified !” 

“Nonsense!” said the king, angrily, “ the 

it is far too flattering; the queen was 
idedly plain.” 

Then, vexed at his unkind words, he rose 
and walked up and down the room, two hide 
an emotion at which he blushed. After a few 
minates he stopped before the window look- 
ing into the court; the night was black, and 
the moon in her first quarter. 

The palace where the kings of Sweden now 
reside was not completed, and Charles XI. 
who commenced it, inhabited the old palace, 
situated on the Ritzholm, facing Lake Modu. 
It is a large building in the forin of a horse- 
shoe: the king’s private apartments were in 
one of the extremities ; opposite was the great 
hall where the States assembled to receive 
communications from the crown. The win- 
dows of that hall suddenly appeared illumi- 
nated. The king was startled, but at first 
supposed that a servant with a light was pass- 
ing through; but then, that hall was never 
opened except on state occasions, and the 
light was too brilliant to be caused by a sin- 
gle lamp. It then occurred to him that it 
must be a conflagration; but there was no 
smoke, and the glass was not broken; it had 
rather the appearance of an_ illumination. 
Brahe’s attention being called to it, he pro- 
posed sending one of the to ascertain 
the cause of the light, but the king stopped 
him, saying, he would go himself to the hall. 
He left the room, followed by the count and 
doctor, with lighted torches. Baumgarten 
called the man who had charge of the keys, 
and ordered him, in the king’s name, to open 
the doors of the great hall. Great was his 





surprise at this unexpected command. He 
dressed himself quickly, and came to the king 
with his bunch of keys. He opened the first 
door of a gallery which served as an ante- 
chamber to the hall. The king entered, and 


what was his amazement at finding the walls 
hang with black. ‘ 
Se -is the meaning of this?” asked he. 
The man replied, that he did not know 
what to make of it, adding, “ When the gal- 
lery was last pe there was certainly no 
e 


hanging over panelling.” 

The king walked on to the door of the hall. 

“Go no further, for heaven’s sake,” ex- 
claimed the man; “surely there is sorcery 
going on inside. At this hour, since the 
peers death, ay ery she walks up and 

own here. May protect us!” - 

“Stop, sire,” cried the count and Baum- 
garten together, ‘don’t you hear that noise? 
Who knows to what dangers you are expos- 
ing yourself! At all events, alow me to 
summon the guards.” 

“T will go in,” said the king, firmly ; “ open 
the door at once.” 

The man’s hand trembled so that he could 
not turn the key. 

“A fine thing to see an cld soldier fright- 
ened,” said the king, shrugging his shoulders; 
‘come, Count, will you open the door?” 

“ Sire,” replied Brahe, “let your majesty 
command me to march to the mouth of a 
Danish or German cannon, and I will obey 
unhesitatingly, but I cannot defy hell itself.” 

“ Well,” said the king, in a tone of con- 
tempt, “I can do it myself.” 

He took the key, opened the massive oak 
door, and entered the hall, pronouncing the 
words, “‘ With the help of .” His three 
attendants, whose curiosity overcame their 
fears, or who, perhaps, were ashamed to de- 
sert their sovereign, followed him. The hall 
was lighted by an innumerable number of 
torches. A black hanging had replaced the 
old tapestry. The benches round the hall 
were occupied by a multitude, all dressed in 
black ; their faces were so dazzlingly bright 
that the four spectators of this scene were 
unable to distinguish one amongst them. On 
an elevated throne, from which the king was 
accustomed to address the assembly, sat a 
bloody corpse, as if wounded in several parts, 
and covered with the ensigns of royalty; on 
his right stood a child, a crown on his head, 
and a sceptre in his hand; at-his left an old 
man leant on the throne; he was dressed in 
the mantle formerly worn by the administra- 
tors of Sweden, before it became a kingdom 
under Gustavus Vasa. Before the throne 
were seated several grave, austere looking 
personages, in long black robes. Between 
the throne and the benches of the assembly 
was a block covered with black crape; an 
axe lay beside it. No one in the vast as- 
sembly appeared conscious of the presence of 
Charles and his companions. On their en- 
trance they heard nothing but a confused 
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murmur, in which they could distinguish no 
words. ' Then the mB venerable of the 
{edges in the black robes, he who seemed to 

‘their president, rose, and strack his hand 
five times on a folio volume which lay open 
before him. Immediately there was a pro- 
found silence, and some young men, richly 
dressed, their hands tied behind their backs, 
entered the hall by a door opposite to that 
which Charles had. opened. He who walked 
first, and who appeared the most important 
of the prisoners, stopped in the middle of the 
hall, before the block, which he looked at 
with supreme contempt. - At the same time 
the corpse on the throne trembled convul- 
sively, and a crimson stream flowed from his 
wounds. The young man knelt down, laid 
his head on the block, the axe glittered in the 
air for a moment, descended on the block, the 
head rolled over the marble pavement, and 
reached the feet of the king, and stained his 
slipper with blood. Until this moment sur- 

rise had kept Charles silent, but this horri- 
bie spectacle roused him, and advancing two 
or three steps towards the throne, he boldly 
addressed the figure on its left in the well- 
known formulary, “If thou art of God, speak ; 
if of the other, leave us in e.” 

The phantom answered slowly and solemn- 
ly, “King Charles, this blood will not flow 
in thy time, but five reigns after.” Here the 
voice became less distinct, “* Woe, woe, woe 
to the blood of Vasa!” The forms of all the 
assembly now became less clear, and seemed 
but colored shades : soon they entirely disap- 
peared; the lights were extinguished ; still 
they heard a melodions noise, which one of 
the witnesses compared to the murmuring of 
the wind among the trees, another to the 
sound a harp string gives in breaking. All 
agreed as to the duration of the apparition, 
which they said lasted ten minutes. The 
hangings, the head, the waves of blood, all had 
disappeared with the phantoms, but Charles’s 
slipper still retained a crimson stain, which 
alone would have served to remind him of 
the scenes of this night, if indeed they had 
not been too well engraven on his memory. 

When the king returned to his apartment, 
he wrote an account of what he had seen, 
and he and his companions signed it. In spite 
of all the precautions taken to keep these cir- 
cumstances private, they were well known, 
even during the lifetime of Charles, and no 
one hitherto has thought fit to raise doubts as 
to their authenticity. 





From the Dublin University Magazine. 
DIVINATION, WITCHCRAFT, AND MES- 
MERISM. 

seems strange that so obvious a case as 
that of Barlaam and the monks of Mount 
Athos has not been brought into the mesmer- 
ical collection of pitces justificatives. The 
first compiler of the authorities on which it 
rests is Ughelli. The story is told in modern 
language by Mosheim, by Fleury, and by 





Gibbon at the years 1841-51. In taking the 
version of it by the last (Decline and Fall, ¢, 
68,) we shall run least risk of being imposed 
on by over-credulity. 

“ The Fakirs of India and the monks of the 
Oriental Church,” says the complacent phi- 
losopher of Lausanne, “ were alike persuaded 
that in total abstraction of the mind and bo- 
dy, the purer spirit may ascend to the en- 
joyment and vision of the Deity. The opin- 
ions and practices of the monasteries of Mount 
Athos will be best represented in the words 
of an abbot who flourished in the eleventh 
century. ‘When thon art alone in thy cell,’ 
says the ascetic teacher, ‘shut thy door and 
seat thyself in a corner: raise thy mind above 
all things vain and transitory; recline thy 
beard and chin on thy breast; turn thine 
eyes and thy thoughts towards the middle of 
thy belly, the region of the naval; and search 
the place of the heart, the seat of the soul, 
At first all will be dark and comfortless ; but 
if you persevere day and night you will feel 
an ineffable joy; and no sooner has the soul 
discovered the place of the heart, than it is 
involved in a mystic and etherial light.’ This 


light, the production of a distempered fancy, 


the creature of an empty stomach and an 
empty brain, was adored by the Quietists as 
the pure and perfect essence of God himself; 
and as long as the folly was confined to Mount 
Athos, the simple solitaries were not inquisi- 
tive how the divine essence could be a mate- 
rial substance, or how an émmaterial sub- 
stance could be perceived by the eyes of the 
body. But in the reign of the younger An- 
dronicus these monasteries were visited by 
Barlaam, a Calabrian monk, who was equally 
skilled in philosophy and theology. The in- 
discretion of an ascetic revealed to the curi- 
ous traveller the secrets of mental prayer, 
and Barlaam embraced the opportunity of 
ridiculing the Quietists who placed the soul 
in the naval; of accusing the mouks of Mount 
Athos of heresy and blasphemy. His attack 
compelled the more learned to renounce or 
dissemble the simple devotion cf their breth- 
ren; and Gregory Palamas introduced a scho- 
lastic distinction between the essence and op- 
eration of God.” 

Gregory illustrated his argument by a re- 
ference to the celestial light manifested in the 
transfiguration of our Lord on Mount Tha- 
bor. On this distinction issue was taken by 
the disputatious Calabrian, and the result was 
the convocation of a synod at Constantino- 
ple, whose decree “ established as an article 
of faith the uncreated light of Mount Thabor; 
and, after so many insults, the reason of man- 
kind was slightly wounded by the addition of 
a single absurdity.” 

Of the truth of facts so long and openly 
discussed, there can be no question. The 
monks of Mount Athos did indeed put them- 
selves into a state which may with safety be 
called one of mental lucidity, by fixing their 
eyes intently on a point. Mr. Robertson, who 
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used to induce the mesmeric sleep » ane 
his votaries to fix ‘their eyes on a wafer, 

better precedent than he supposed for his 
practice; and Miss Martineau, who, in her 
artificial trances, saw all objects illuminated 
has been unconsciously repeating a monastic 
method of worship. @ contemptuous in- 
difference of Gibbon for once arises from de- 
fect of information; and when in a note he 
observes that Mosheim “unfolds the causes 
with the judgment of a philosopher,” while 
Fleury “ transcribes and translates with the 
prejudices of a Catholic priest,” himself gives 
a luculent example of the errors of philosophy, 
and of the often unsuspected approach of pre- 
jadice to truth. Mosheim’s observation, not- 
withstanding the damaging approval of Gib- 
bon, is not without its value. “There is no 
reason,” he says, “for any to be surprised at 
this account, or to question its correctness. 
For among the precepts and rules of all those 
in the East who teach men how to withdraw 
the mind from the body, and to unite it with 
God, or inculcate what the Latins call a con- 
templative and mystic life, whether they are 
Christians, or Mohammedans, or Pagans, there 
is this precept, viz., that the eyes must be fia- 
ed every day for some hours upon some par- 
ticular object, and that whoever does this 
will be rapt into a kind of ecstasy. See what 
Engelbert Kempfer states concerning the 
monks and mystics of Japan; and the ac- 
count of those of India by Francis Bernier.” 


Strange that Mosheim, observing the unifor- 
mity both of the process and of its results in 
so many different parts of the world, should 


not have suspected that there was something 
more in this species of lucidity than the mere- 
ly casual effects of a distempered imagination. 

y fixing the gaze even of the lower animals 
on an immovable point, they fall into a con- 
dition equally unnatural, and which, if they 
had language to express their visions, would 
probably be found equally clairvoyant. 

A favorite subject of medieval art is the 
life of the Christian ascetic in the Desert. In 
these representations a human skull may gen- 
erally be seen placed before the eyes of the 
devotee. Such an object would fix the gaze 
and induce the ecstasy as well as any other. 
The charm of this species of contemplation 
must have been intense, since in search of its 
exaltations and illuminations the very con- 
vents were deserted; and during the fourth 
and fifth centuries the deserts of Idumea, of 
Egypt, and of Pontus, swarmed with ancho- 
rites, who seemed to live only for the sake 
of escaping from life, and in their fasts and, 
mortifications rivalled, if they did not for a 
time even surpass, the Fakirs of the East. To 
such an extent was this religious enthusiasm 
carried, that in Egypt the number of the 
monks was thought to equal that of the rest 
of the male population. ‘Strange considera- 
tion, if it be the fact, that a few passes of a 





mesmeric operator should 6 ei the same 
effects which these multitudes procured 


through toils $0 painful and sacrifices to them- 
selves and to society so costly. 

The method of inducing clairvoy- 
ance in boys, by causing them to gaze on a 
pool of ink in the palm of the hand, has al- 
ready been identified with the practice of Dr. 
Dee, whose blank spherical mirror is now. 
said to be in the possession and use of a dis- 
tinguished modern mesmeriser. Divination 
by the crystal is a well-known medieval 

ractice; and from the accounts of it which 

lrio and others have handed down it a 
pears to have resembled, in some remarkable 
particulars, the method now in use among 
the soothsayers of Cairo. It does not appear 
to make any difference whether the polished 
object be black or white, a mirror, a solid 
ball, or a.transparent globe containing water: 
the same extraordinary series of appearances 
is alleged to follow an earnest inspection of 
it. Before proceeding to Delrio’s singular 
corroboration of this use of the crystal, it 
will be well to state what is known of divi- 
nation by the phial and. by the mirror. Di- 
vination by the phial is technically known as 
gasteromancy. “In this kind of divination,” 
says Peucer, “the response is given by pic- 
tures, not by sounds. They —— ass 
vessels of a globular shape, filled with fair 
water, and set round them lighted tapers; 
and after invoking the demon with a mutter- 
ed incantation, and as neem Bee question, 
they brought forward a pure boy-child, or a 
pregnant woman, who, gazing intently on the 
glass, and searching it with their eyes, called 
for, and demanded, a solution of the question 
proposed. The devil then answered these 
inquiries by certain images, which, by a kind 
of refraction, shone from the water on the 
polished and mirror-like surface of the phial.” 

Catoptromancy, or divination by the mir- 
ror, is as old as the time of the Roman Em- 
perors. In one of the passages relating to 
this method of inducing what is called clair- 
voyance, we have ar illustration of the early 
acquaintance of mankind with some of the 
forms of mesmerism. The is found 
in Spartian’s life of Ditius Julian, the rich Ro- 
man who purchased the Empire when it was 
put up to auction by the Pretorian guards. 
“ Julian was also addicted to the madness of 
consulting magicians, through whom he hoped 
either to appease the indignation of the peo- 
ple, or to control the violence of the soldiery. 

‘or they immolated certain victims (huinan ?) 
not agreeable to the course of Roman sacri- 
fice; and they performed certain profane in- 
cantations; and those things, too, which are 
done at the mirror, in which boys with their 
eyes blindfolded are said, by means of incan- 
tations, to see objects with the top of the 
head, Julian had recourse to. And the boy 
is said to have seen (in the mirror) both the 
approach of Severus and the death of Julian.” 

@ passage may be variously rendered, 
according to different readings and punctua- 
tions, either as “ boys, who can see with their 
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learned commentary on the nature of demons, 
which he has 7 to: Plutarch’s Essay, 
De Defectu Oraculorum. From this (says 
Delrio) I extract, in his own words, the fol- 
ey eninge: There are some (he says) 
who, being consulted on matters unknown, 
distinctly see every thing that is inquired af. 


top | ter in crystals; and a little further on pro- 


could have heard any thing of these 
j Mr. Topham, a barrister man 
of credit, states: “After five or six weeks’ 
mesmerism, he began spontaneously to ex- 
hibit instances of clairvoyance. The first oc- 
casion was on the 11th of September. 
was in the dusk of the evening, so that the 
room where he was mesmerised was nearly 
dark. My previous mode of mesmerising 
him had been by pointing at his eyes, but on 
this oceasion 1 began by making passes over 
the top of his h and continued them after 
he was in the sleep. In the course of five or 
six minutes after the sleep was induced, he 
suddenly exclaimed that he could see into the 
room above us (the drawing-room). I said, 
‘Your eyes are closed; how can you see?’ 
And he replied, ‘I don’t see with my eyes; 
I see from the top of my head. All the top 
of my head seems open.’ He then described, 
é&c. I found every thing as he had describ- 
ed, &c.” Mr. Topham, it need scarcely be 
added, does not appear to have been at all 
aware of the passage in Spartian, which, in- 
deed, has not been cited or referred to in any 
<a work for nearly two hundred years 


A like use of the suspended ring, indicating 


the early uaintance of practitioners in 
these arts with one of the alleged evidences 
of the so-called odylic force, is thus describ- 
ed by Peucer among various modes of hydro- 
mancy: “ A bow! was filled with water, and 
a ring suspended from the finger was librated 
in the water; and so, according as the ques- 
tion was propounded, a declaration or con- 
firmation of its truth, or otherwise, was ob- 
tained. If what was ere was true, the 
ring, of its own accord, without any impulse, 
strack the sides of the goblet a certain num- 
ber of times. They say that Numa Pompilius 
used to practise this method, and that he 
evoked the gods, and consulted them in wa- 
ter, in this way.” 


Orystallomancy is the art of divining by, 


figures, which appear on the surface of a crys- 
tal ball, in like manner as on the phial filled 
with water. Concerning this practice, Del- 
rio has the following remarkable passage, cit- 
ing his contemporary, Spengler: “A man 
well versed in the Greek and Latin fathers, 
and happy, if he had not presumed, with un- 
clean hands, to dabble in the mysteries of our 
faith (Spenger), has published in Germany a 





ceeds to state, that he once had an acquaint- 
ance, a man of one of the best families of 


, | Nuremberg, and that this acquaintance of his 


came to him on one occasion, bringing with 
him a crystal gem, of a round form, wrapped 
up in a piece of silk, which he told him he 
had received from a stranger, who encoun- 
tering him several years before in the mar- 
ket-p' had ed his hospitality, and 
whom he had brought home with him and 
lodged for the space of three days; and that 
when the stranger was departing, he had left 
him the crystal as a present, in token of his 
obligation, and had taught him the use of it; 
thus, that if there was any thing he particu- 
larly wished to be informed of, he should 
take out this crystal and desire a pure male 
child to look into it and say what he should 
see there ; and that it would come to pass that 
whatever he desired to be informed of, would 
be indicated by appearances seen by the boy, 
And he affirmed that he never was deceived 
in any instance, and that he learned matters 
of a wonderful kind from the representations 
of those boys, although no one else, by the 
closest inspection, could see any thing except 
the clear and shining gem. At a certain time, 
however, when his wife was pregnant of a 
male child, appearances were visible to her 
also in the crystal. First of all, there used 
to appear the form of a man clad in the ordi- 
nary habit of the times, and then would open 
the representation of whatever was inquired 
after ; and when all was explained, the same 


‘figure of the man would depart and disappear; 


but in his departure would often appear to 
perambulate the town and enter the churches. 
But the report of these appearances having 
spread in all directions, they began to be 
p acorn by the populace. It also appear- 
ed, that certain men of learning had read in 
the crystal some statements respecting doubts 
entertained by them in their studjes; and 
moved by these and other reasons, Spengler 
stated that the owner of the crystal came to 
him, representing that he thonght the time 
was come when he ought to cease making such 
a use of it; for that he was now persuaded 
he had sinned in no light degree in doing s0, 
and had for a long time suffered grievous 
pangs of a disturbed conscience on that ac- 
count, and had come to the determination of 
having nothing further to do with experi- 
ments of that kind, and had accordingly 
brought the crystal to him to do with it 
whatever he pleased. Then Spengler, highly 
approving his resolution, states that he tool 
the crystal, and having pounded it into mi- 
nute fragments, threw them, together with 
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the silk wrapper, into a draw-well.” So far 


Another variety of this process is found in 
the Onuchomanteia, or nail-divinition, also 
spoken of by Delrio. “In this species,” says 
he, “male children, before they have lost 
their purity, smear their nails with oil and 
Jamp-black, and then, holding up the nail 
against the sun, repeating some charm, see in 
it what they desire. This mischief,” he goes 
on to say, “has gone even farther in our own 
time. I myself knew ene Quevedo, a veteran 
Spanish soldier, but more distinguished in 
war and arms than in piety, who, being in 
Brussels at the time when the Duke of Me- 
dina Owli set sail from Gallicia for Belgium, 
clearly showed in more than one of his nails 
the fleet leaving the port of Corunna, and 
soon after dreadfully tossed by a tempest. 
Thus this man, who could also cure the 
wounds of others by his words alone, render- 
ed his own spiritual state incurable by any 
one 


The like use of the crystal ball end spheri- 
cal phial, containing water, suggests a ver- 
sion of the epigrams of Claudian—* De crys- 
tallo in quo aqua inclusa”—which has not 
been afforded by any of the commentators. 
Globules of water are sometimes found in- 
closed in crystals, as well as in amber. On 
one of those singular gems Claudian has com- 
posed a series of epigrams, which ascribe pro- 
perties to the stone, and make allusion to uses 
of it hardly reconcileable with the idea of its 
being a merely puerile curiosity. The earlier 
epigrams of the series are neat and playful, 
bat insignificant :-— 

Secaidies omen ates put in fluid rests ; 
Winter's numbed hand achieved, the cunning feat, 
The perfecter for being incomplete. 
“Nymphs who your sister nymphs in glassy thrall 
ah 
That your bright forms at once congeals and thawa. 
“Scorn not the crystal ball, a worth it owns, 
Greater than pees Erythrean stones ; 
Rude though it seems, a formless mass of ice, 
"Tis justly counted *mongst our gems of price.” 

And so on through several others, until he 
comes to that one which seems to indicate 
something beyond a merely figurative use of 
the word “nymphs ;” though, after all, it is 
possible that the word was originally writ- 
ten with an J, instead of n, which would 
make all the difference between “ nymphs” 
and “ waters” :— 


“While the soft boy the sli crystal turns, 


with bis lip, 
he fails, the illusive lymph to sip.” 
The Latin is subjoined :— 
3 


Pe yd 
Trrita ques 
Not the least remarkable of the qualities 
here ascribed to the crystal ball is its energy 


oscula figit aquis.” 





in imparting the sensation of cold. Dom 
Chifflet, who, in 1665, published his learned 
treatise at Antwerp on the objects then re- 
cently discovered in the supposed tomb of 
atone ic, at Tournay, says of the crys- 
tal which was found amongst them. 

“ You would say it was petrified ice ; so cold 
it was, that my palm and fingers, after hand- 
ling it, were quite torpid.”. And cites Ans- 
lem Boetius, in his book on stones and gems, 
as saying, “the crystal is of so cold and dry 
a nature, that placed beneath the tongue of 
a feverish person, it allays the thirst; and 
held in the hands even of those violently fe- 
vered, it refreshes and cools them, pwr A 
if it be of considerable size, and of a spheri- 
cal figure ;” and another writer on the same 
subject, Andreas Cisalpinus, who states of 
the marble called ar that “they: make of 
it little globes, for the handling of such as are 
in burning fever, the coldness of the stone 
expelling the disease.” So far Dom Chifflet. 
It seems almost as if we were reading Reich- 
enbach. ‘He (Reichenbach) found that 
crystals are capable of producing all the phe- 
nomena resulting from the action of a mag- 
net on cataleptic patients. Thus, for instance, 
a large piece of rock crystal, placed in the 
hand of a nervous patient, affects the fingers 
so as to make them the crystal involun- 
tarily, and shut the Reichenbach found 
that more than half of all the persons he tried 
were sensible of its action.” Chifflet proba- 
bly was a man of a nervous temperament. 
Those who desire to see the crystal ball in 
question, may inspect it, where it is still pre- 
served, with other objects found in the tomb, 
at the Gallerie de Medailles, in Paris. Two 
similar balls may be seen here in the collec- 
tion of the Royal Irish Academy. 

The use of water in communicating an ec- 
stacy similar to the mesmeric lucidity, is 
largely dwelt on by the mystical writers 
known as the Neo-Platonists. Psellus de- 
scribes a mode of divinition among the Assy- 
rians by a basin, which smacks strongly of the 
mesmeric practice. “The water, which is 
poured into the basin, seems, as to its sub- 
stance, to differ in nothing from other water; 
but it tare: a certain virtue, infused into 
it by incantations, whereby it is rendered 
more apt for the reception of the demon.” 
The effect of the waters of some sacred places 
on those accustomed to their influence, was 
also such as is claimed for the mesmerized 
waters of our present practitioners. Jam- 
blichus gives this account of the Colophonian 
oracle :—“ There was a subterranean place at 
Colophon, near Ephesus, in which was a foun- 
tain. The priest on stated nights sacrificed, 
then drank the water, and afterwards pro- 
phesied, being rendered invisible to the spec- 
tators. It might seem,” he says, “to some 
that the Divine Spirit passed into the priest 
through the water. But this is not so; for 
the divine influence is not transmitted thus 
according to the laws of distance and divi- 
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fully elicited by a satchel of feathers as by a 


without, ‘of reliques-—will readi the wand 
ees by some Pera in wes in the 


that is, a clarifying virtue ; so that when 
priest drinks, it purifies the luminous spi- 
rit which is implanted in, him, and accommo- 
dates it to God, and by that. purifying and 
accommodating p enables him to ap- 
prehend the deity. But there is another kind 
of presence of the god, besides the virtue in- 
fused into the water, which illumines all 
around, above, and within us, and which no 
man wants, if he can only attain to the ne- 
state of congruity. And so of a sud- 
den it falls on the prophet, and makes use of 
him as an instrument; and he in the mean- 
time has no command of himself, and knows 
not what he says, nor where he is, and with 
difficulty comes to himself again, after the 
response given. Moreover, before drinking 
the water, he abstains for a day and night 
from food, and partakes of certain mysteries 
inaccessible to the vulgar; from which it is 
to be collected that there are two methods 
by which man may be prepared for the re- 
ception of the divine influence: one by the 
drinking of purgatorial water, endowed by 
the Deity with a clarifying virtue; the other, 
by sobriety, solitude, the separation of the 
mind from the body, and the intent contem- 
plation of the Deity.” 
One might here suppose he read of the rites 
of St. Patrick’s Purgatory. The water of the 


lake there is usually called wine, and it may 
be that on minds and bodies “ which have at- 
tained to the needful congruity,” it has ope- 
rated as wonderful effects as the Colophonian 
fount itself. The proceedings of the priestess 
at Brancidew, who also, from amongst other 
sources, derived the afflatus, or Waren, from 


a fuuntain, are to the same purpose. “ The 
prophetic priestess at Brancide either sits on 
an axis [exposing herself to the influence, as 
the Pythoness on her Tripod], or holds a 
wand in her hand, given by some god, or 
_ dips the hem of her garment in water, or in- 
hales a certain vapor of water, and by these 
methods is filled with the divine illumination, 
receives the god, and prophesies. But, that 
the prophetic faculty comes from no corpo- 
real or animal source, and from no local or 
material instrumentality, but solely and ex- 
trinsically from the presence of the incoming 
deity, appears from this, that the priestess, 
before she gives her oracle, performs many 
ceremonious rites, observes strict purity, 
bathes, abstains for three days from food, 
dwells apart, and so, by little and little, be- 
gins to be illuminated and enraptured.” 
What the exact meaning of sitting on an axis 
may be, it is difficult to divine; but those 
who allege that a patient may be thrown in- 
to the mesmeric trance by holding a magnet- 
ized branch—and those also who have read 
of all the phenomena of exorcism being as 





hand of the priestess at the moment when 
she should receive the final cataleptic impulse, 
If there be truth in the alleged modern cases 
of clairvoyance, we need not be surprised at 
the singular coincidences which have sus- 
tained the credit of Colophon and Delphi. 
Not to dwell on other methods of inducing 
the afflatus, such as by characters and amu- 
lete, by music, by dancing, and by movements 
of the body, I shall now proceed with the 
effects alleged to have been produced on the 
apiati, Jamlichus must still be our principal 
authority. Lucidity and prevision have al- 
ready been sufficiently indicated, and have 
doubtless been readily recognized: the other 
symptoms will be found not less remarkable 
and equally familiar :—* Man has a double 
life—one annexed to the body, the other se- 
parate from every thing bodily In sleep 
we have the capacity of being wholly loosed 
from the chains that confine our spirit, and 
can make use of the life which is not depend- 
ent on generation. When the soul is thus 
separate from the body in sleep, then that 
(latter) kind of life which usually remains se- 
parable and separate by itself, immediately 
awakes within us, and acts according to its 
proper nature, ... and in that state has a 
presaging knowledge of the future.” Then, 
omitting a distinction between sleeping and 
waking inspiration, and coming to the latter, 
in which, also, the offati have a presaging 
power, he proceeds :—“ Yet those (latter) are 
so far awake that they can use their senses, 
yet are not capable of reasoning, . . . for they 
neither (properly speaking) sleep when they 
seem to do so, nor awake when they seem 
awake; for they do not of themselves fore- 
see, nor are they moved by any human in- 
strumentality ; neither know they their own 
condition ; nor do they exert any prerogative 
or motion of their own; but all this is done 
under the power and by the energy of the 
deity. For that they who are so affected do 
not live an ordinary animal life is plain, be- 
cause many of them, on contact with fire, are 
not burnt, the divine inward afflatus repelling 
the heat; or, if they be burnt, they do. not 
feel it; neither do they feel prickings, or 
scratchings, or other tortures. Further, that 
their actions are not (merely) human, is ap- 
parent from this, that they make their way 
through pathless tracks, and pass harmless 
through the fire, and over rivers in a 
wonderful manner, which the priestess her- 
self also does in the Cataballa. By this it 
is plain that the life they live is not human, 
nor animal, nor dependent on the use of 
senses, but divine, as if the soul were taking 
its rest, and the deity were there instead of 
the soul. Various sorts there are of those so 
divinely inspired, as well by reason of the 
varying divinity of the inspiring gods as of 
the modes of inspiration. These modes are 
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to these diversities, 


ent signs, effects, and works of a is 


thus, some will be moved in their whole bo- 
dies, others in particular members; others, 
again, will be motionless. Also they will 
dances and chants, some well, some 
bodies, again, of some will seem to 
height, of others in compass; and 

again, will seem to walk in air.” 

Taking these various manifestations in or- 

and beginning with the alleged power 

ing the action of fire, the reader will 

not need to be reminded of many seemingly 
well-authenticated cases of escape from the 
fire-ordeal. It has been usual to ascribe the 
vation of those who have walked bare- 
footed over heated ploughshares to the use of 
astringent lotions; and where opportunity 
persis ¥ for preparation of that kind, their es- 
cape may perhaps be so explained. But in 
most instances the accused was in the custody 
of the accusers, and not likely to have access 
to such phylacteries. The exemption from 
the effects of fire was not confined to those 
cases of exaltation attendant on the enthusi- 
asm of conscious virtue. Bosroger (La Piété 
Affligée, Rouen, 1752) states of one of the 
d sisters of St. Elizabeth at Louviers, 

1642: “One morning Sister Saint-Esprit 
was rapt as in an ecstasy. The bishop com- 
dienided the devil to leave her. Immediately 
she experienced dreadful contortions, and an 
access of rage, and, on a sudden, says the ex- 
orcist, her demon left her like a flash of light- 
ning, and threw the young woman into the 
fire, which was a considerable one, casting 
her with her face and one hand direct be- 
tween the two andirons; and when they 
ran to drag her away, they found that nei- 
ther her face nor her hand were in anywise 
burnt.” 

It Would be idle to multiply instances of 
this sort from the monkish writers. The 
een of the three youths in the Chal- 

ean furnace was one of the miracles most 


adapted to the servile yet audacious imita- 
tions of the Thaumaturgists. It is only when 


their statements correspond in unsuspected 
particulars with the phenomena of experi- 
ence—as, for example, in the case of Barlaam 
and the monks of Mount Athos—that they 
can be adduced without offending the judg- 
ment of rational inquirers. But the action 
of burning is an operation of mechanical and 
chemical forces; and how any amount of 
iritual or electrical effusion could prevent 
expansion of the fluids in the tissues and 
the disruption of the skin, seems hard to 
imagine. Something more must, one should 
think, have been neéded ; and if the mesmeric 
and Pagan oracular ecstasies be identical, this 
testimony of Jamblichus would lead us to 
suppose that that something was supplied b 
the mind. However this may be, we shall 
be better able to judge after the investigation 





of some other of the alleged concomitants of 


_ inspiration. 

insensibility to prickings and pinchings 
is per the commonest test of the catalep- 
tio condition; and, as will doubtless suggest 
itself to every reader, was, until modern 
times, a popular test of witchcraft. That the 
uvhappy wretches who were put to death in 
such numbers during the middle agés for this 
offence were actually in an unnatural and de- 
testable state of mind and body, cannot be 
doubted. They really were insensible to punc- 
tures; for if they had winced when pricked 
with pins and needles by their triers, it would 
have been deemed a proof of their innocence. 
A person feigning the mesmeric sleep, and 
whose interest it is to feign, may endure such 
prickings with seeming insensibility; but it 
was not the interest of the ancient witch to 
affect an insensibility, which would be taken 
as one of the surest proofs of guilt. A per- 
verse desire to be believed guilty is the only 
motive that can be suggested as likely to lead 
to such conduct; and those who have studied 
human nature most profoundly will be di 

ed to give great credit tothat suggestion. The 
same nature which in the fourth century ran 
into the epidemic frenzy of anchoritism, and 
impelled the Circumeellionist multitudes to 
extort the boon of martyrdom from reluctant 
tribunals, may be admitted capable even of 
the madness of a voluntary aspiration to the 
stake and pyre of the witch. Certain it is 
that many of the convicts boasted of their 
interviews with the Devil, and seemed to be, 
if they were not, possessed with the convic- 
tion of having actually partaken of the orgies 
imputed to them. Had they really been there 
in iragination? Was it that the popular mind 
had realized to itself an epidemic idea, and 
that the effect of the contagion was to put 
its victims en t with the distempered 
picture present to the minds of the multi- 
tude? Ina moral epidemic the crowd, pos- 
sessed with one idea, are the operators: it is 
the Panic possession of the ancients, which 
was not confined to general terrors, but ap- 
plied to general delusions of every kind. The 
multitude itself radiates its own madness; 
witness the Crusaders, the Flagellants, the 
Dancing Fanatics of the fourteenth and fif- 
teenth centuries ; perhaps even we might add 
the Mathewites of our own day. 

The next symptom of possession was the 
power of passing through trackless places, 
the disposition to run to wilds and mountains, 
like that rage of the votary of Bacchus: 

“Quo me Bacche, rapis tui 
Plenum ? Que in nemora aut quos agor in specus 
Velox mente nova?” 

The Bacchic ecstasy was not merely drunk- 
enness, but an yarn madness induced by 
long-continued dancing and gesticulating to 
the sound of cymbals and other noisy instru- 
ments, in all respects identical with the meth- 
ods of inducing the Hindoo Waren. The 
dancing mania also of the fifteenth century, 








described by Hecker in his Epidemics of the 
Wadi tee, wen 


induced in the same man- 


a 

fluences. That the Bacchic and Oorybantic 
frenzies were, in all identical with 
the middle age dancing and with the 
possession of those who still exhibit the influ- 
ences of Waren in Hindoostan, can hardly be 
doubted. i 
and triskings of the Corybantes,” says Plu- 
tarch in his Essay on Love, “there is a way to 
allay these extra t by chang- 
ing the measure the ic to the 
ic, and the tone from the Phrygian to 
Doric :” just as with the dancers of St. 
Vitus, and those bit by the Tarantula. Heck- 
er states, “‘ The swarms of St. John’s dancers 
‘were accompanied by minstrels playing those 
noisy instruments which roused their morbid 
feelings; moreover, by means of intoxicating 
music, a kind of demoniacal festival for the 
rude multitude was established, which had 
the effect of spreading this unhappy malady 
wider and wider. Soft harmony was, how- 
ever, employed to calm the excitement of 
those affected, and it is mentioned as a char- 
acter of the tunes played with this view to 
the St. Vitus’s dancers, that they contained 
transitions from @ quick to a slow measure, 
and gradually from a high to a low 
key.” After the termination of the frenzy 
the conduct of the dancers, as well indeed as 
of all the victims of this species of possession, 
whether Taratati, convulsionnaires, or revi- 
valists, tallied — with that of the Bac- 
chic women. Plutarch, in his thirteenth ex- 
ample of the Virtues of Woman, has this 
aphic picture of the condition of a band of 
Tcckests after one of their orgies. “ When 
the tyrants of Phocea had taken Delphos, and 
the Thebans undertook that war against them 
which was called the Holy War, certain wo- 
men devoted to Bacchus (which they called 
mi pase fell frantic, and went a gadding by 
night, and, mistaking their way, came to Am- 
phissa, and being very much tired, and not 
as yet in their right wits, they flung them- 
selves down in the market-place and fell 
asleep, as nee AF scattered up and down here 
and there. . But the wives of the Amphis- 
seans, fearing because the city was engaged 
to aid in the Phocean war, and abundance of 
the tyrants’ soldiers were present in the city, 
the Thyades should have any indignity put 
upon them, ran forth all of them into the 
market-place, and stood silently round about 
them; neither would offer them any dis- 
turbance while they slept, but when they 
were awake they attended their service par- 
ticularly, and brought them refreshments ; 
and, in fine, by persuasion, obtained leave of 
their husbands that they might accompany 

them in safety to their own borders.” 
In the same way, throughout the four- 
teenth and fifteenth centuries, might groups 
of both sexes be seen lying, exha' from 


“ As for the Bacchanalian motions | gined 





their the streets of Aix-la-cha- 
pelle, ogne, Strasburg, Naples, and else- 
where ; and even in our own century sights 
not dissimilar have been witnessed at revival 
assemblages in Wales and Scotland, and at 
camp-meetings in North America. The 
rending of Pentheus on Mount Citheron by 
his own mother and sisters, who, while under 
the influence of the Bacchie afiatus, ima- 
they saw in his form the appearance 
of a wild might be adduced as an ex- 
ample at once of the furious character of the 
frenzy, and of the liability of the afflated to 
ical illusions. Has what we read of fairy- 
and glamour any foundation in this al- 
eged power of the biologist to make his pa- 
tient imagine different forms for the same 
object? But we are stil] among the moun- 
tain tops, and must descend to the remaining 
symptoms enumerated by Jamblichus. 

“ They over rivers in a wonderful 
manner, which the priestess herself also does 
in the Cataballa.” We here again encounter 
the indicia of that possession which went by 
the name of witchcraft in the middle ages, 
A witch, really could not sink in 
the water, any more than she could feel the 
insertion of a needle, The vulgar belief is, 
that the suspected witch was cast into a 
pond, where, if she floated, she was burned, 
and if she sank she was drowned. The latter 
alternative was not so; if she betrayed no 

reternatural buoyancy, the trial was so far 
in her favor, and she was taken up. 

Nor was water the only test. in some 
parts of Germany the triers, less philosophi- 
cally, employed scales; and had fixed weights 
from 14 to 15 lbs.), which, if the accused 

id not counterpoise, they concluded them to 
be possessed. But it will be asked, how can 
there be degrees of philosophy in practices 
equally insane, and which have been con- 
demned by the common consent of enlight- 
ened nations for near three hundred gears? 
Insanity there certainly was, and on a prodi- 
gious scale, in these ages; but the judges 
and executioners were not so insane as the 
multitudes who either believed themselves 
possessed by others, or believed that they 
themselves exercised the power of possess- 
ing. To us, living in an age of compara- 
tive rest from spiritual excitement, it seems 
almost incredible that thousands of persons, 
in all ranks and conditions of life, should 
simultaneously become possessed with the 
belief that they were in direct communica- 
tion with the devil: should cease to attend 
to their duties and callings, passing their time 
in hysterical trances and cataleptic fits, during 
which they seemed to themselves to be borne 
through the air to witch orgies and assemblies 
for devil-worship, in deserts and mountains ; 
and that while one portion of society gave 
themselves up to these hallucinations, another 
class should, with an equal abandonment of 
every duty of life, have betaken themselves 
to mope and pine, going into convulsions, and 








wasting to skeletons, under the idea of ha: 
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no mad-houses ; if there had been, even to | Which 


the extent we now possess them, they would 
not have sufficed to hold a tenth part of the 


numbers whose contact and example would | ana wizards. 


have been fatal to the peace, pean even to 
the existence, of society. such frenzies 
were, unhappily, to burst out among mankind 
at present, ‘lvilized i nations might transport 
energumeni to distant possessions; but 
middle-age magistrates had no facilities 
that kind: they should deal with the ter- 
rible plague by the only means at their dispo- 
sal; and these were, either to let the madness 
wear itself out, or to repress it by the rope 
andfaggot. If they had adopted the former 
course, the —— would probably have 
through the usual stages of popular 
pers; would have had its access, its 
crisis, and decline; and when the scourge 
had the public would have awakened 
toa full sense of the madness of which they 
had been the victims; but in that process 
there was the danger of society going to 
pieces—of the visionary frenzy of the pos- 
sessed being taken up by fanatics as the 
foundation of a new and abominable religion, 
and of the hostility of the ignorant and un- 
educated class, among whom chiefly the pos- 
session prevailed, being directed against the 
restraints of government and the principle 


of property. Having adopted the other pon 


Loseus Gallidius, born in the town of 
Gouda, in Holland, now, by the command of the reno 
and illustrious Lord N 


course, they pushed it to cruel and inexcusa- | cedure 


ble lengths ; punished many innocent persons, 
and suffered many of the really possessed to 
gofree. For they whose madness was most 
to be apprehended, as most contagious, were 
not the wretches who fancied they possessed 
the power of bewitching others; but the 
convulsionnaires, who deemed themselves be- 
witched, and were their accusers. Certain! 
if the same epidemic should ever again break 
out among a European population, or even 
among a British population, the arm of the 
magistrate would ae _— required to sup- 
press it, and we wo be better able to 
udge of the conduct of those whom it has 
mn the fashion of modern historians to 
represent as altogether ignorant and brutal 
executioners. So long as possession is only 
the result of manual passes, or of fixing the 
gaze on indifferent objects; so long as the 
effects are regarded as physical or psycholo- 
gical phenomena, due to a physical cause, and 
the pretensions of the practitioner are not 
rested on any peculiar religious sanction, 
there is no danger of mesmerism degenera- 
ting into a dangerous epidemic; but we 
might have seen a very different state of 


affairs if the magnetizers and biologists had | sorcerers perpe 


referred their powers to ay species of su- 
pernaturai agency; and possibly would have 
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by judicature ; 
that by a new alchemy gold and silver were 


partly diffused b vate 
valenr, ly ty crtons letters 
of the magistracy, a 
ercise of tyranny tow conse- 
ently, inasm: and illustrious 
h and Prince Elector of Treves not only permits 
witches and magicians to be subjected to deserved punish- 
ment in his diocese, but has also ordained laws 
the mode and cost of the Na ere ny a meer nea thereby 
with inconsiderate Lope | tacitly insinuating the charge 
of tyranny against the said of Treves, 5. Item. 1 
revoke and condemn these following conclusions, to wit, 
that there are no such beings as sorcerers, who renounce 
God and worship the Devil, who bring on tempests, and de 
the work of Satan and such like, but that all these th 
are dreams. 6. Moreover that magic is not to be call 
coreery, Bes Pa reumaen eo Sas sorcerers, and 
that of Exod. xxii.(‘ Ye shall not suffer sorcerers to - 
live’) is to be understood of those who slay with material 
poison, naturally administered. 7. That no contract exists . 
or can exist between man and the demon. 8 That demons 
do not assume bodies. 9. That the life of Hilary, written 
by St. Jerome, is not authentic. 10, That the demon can- 
not carnally know mankind. 11. That neither demons nor 
witches can excite tem rain, hail, &., and that what 
is alleged in that behalf is mere dreams. 12. That spirits . 
and forms can be scen by mankind 6e} from matter. 


ie not allege — and | 








Ei arocapeble of fesrtal abneo. Let us take, 


advocate of the practice. The ments 
both sides being based entirely > -gerecmben 
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example, one of the oldest methods of 
exercising influence, for good or evil, on an 
absent person :— 


* As fire this figure hardens, made of clay, 
And this of wax with fire = § 


If the waxen or clay image be but a con- 
centrator of the good or evil will of the ope- 
rator towards the distant object, and the 
witchcraft of the love-sick magician in Vir- 
gil, or of the evil-disposed wizatd of the 
middle ages, be in truth no more than an ex- 
ertion of ——— wer, it behoves societ 
to take care how individuals should be suf- 
fered to acquire mesmerical relations with 
others, over whom they may exercise malig- 
nant as well as healing influences. If the 

tensions of the biologists be established, 
biology must soon be put under medical su- 
pervision. But to return to the phenomena 


of ion. 
he propriety of trying alleged witches b 

water, | re been impugned and defended with 
abundance of scholastic learing; and, singu- 
lar to say, its opponents have been chiefly 
found among the Roman Catholic writers, 
and its advocates among the Reformers. 
Delrio, by far the most learned of all the 
writers on demonology, vigorously assails 
Rickius, the only notable Roman Catholic 


tracy, as well secular as ecclesiastical, wherewith my wri- 
tings on witchcraft abound, I hereby expressly and delibe- 
rately condemn, recant, and reject, ——_ beseeching 
Pe of God and my superiors, and faithfully promising 
henceforth I will not, either by word of mouth or 

-writing, by myself or others, in any place where I shall 

to be, teach, promulgate, or assert the same or any 
of If I shall do to the contray, I subject myself 
thenceforth and henceforth to the pains of the law against 
elapsed heretics, recusants, seditious misdemeanants, and 
aonvicts of lese majesté, to the pains of libellous sycophants 

st 


b! 

jag submit myself also to arbitrary 

pleasure of the Archbishop of Treves, and of the other 
under whom I shall happen to live, and who 

may be certified of my relapse or violated undertaking, 

that they may punish me according to my deserts, in 

, Bame, fame, and body. In testimony of all which 

I have, with my proper hand, subscribed this my recanta- 

> tion of the aforesaid articles, in presence of the notary and 

” 


* (Signed,) Corneitus Losrus GALiiprvs.” 


“ Arrestation.— These presents were done in the 
‘Imperial Monastery of Saint Maximin Without, near 
Treves, in the abbatial chamber, there being then 
: mt the Venerable and Excellent Lord Peter 
at, Bishop of Azof, Vicar-General of the Most 

Rev Lord +m of Treves, our Most Gra- 
- cious Lord in matters spiritual; Reiner, Abbot of 
«the said monastery ; Bartholomew Bodegem, Reader 
+ of either Law in the Ecclesiastical Court of Treves; 
Helffenster, Doctor of Sacred Theology, Dean 

-of the Collegiate Church of St. Simon, in the city of 
Treves; and John Golmann, Doctor of Laws, Canon 
said Church, and -Bearer of the Court of 

&c.; in the year of our Lord 1592, Treves 





with the inal and found to agree, 
under-written of the town of 
8. Krzrret.” 





definitions and distinctions respecting the 
nature of demons, and the baptismal and 
other spiritual virtues of water, are of little 
relevance in the present method of discussing 
physical phenomena. Both parties assume 
that the persons of witches exhibit a preter- 
natural levity—Delrio admitting that some- 
thing less than fourteen or fifteen pounds 
was the actual weight which popular belief 
throughout Germany ascribed to persons in 
that possessed state, no matter how large or 
fat they might seem to the eye; and Rickins 
ives an example of a woman, executed by 
whing in 1594, whom the executioner 
could hardly keep under with repeated 
thrusts of his pole, so high did she bound up- 
wards from the surface, and “so boil up,” as 
it were, out of the depths of the water. -The 
levity of persons in water might be 
accounted for by a phenomenon attendant on 
those preternatural conditions of the body 
which follow excitements of an analogous 
kind. The victims of the flogging and 
dancing manias in the middle ages, and 
subjects of the fanatical fervors of camp- 
meetings and revivals, alike experienced a 
windy intestinal distension, consequent on 
the departure of their mental frenzy. To 
control this disagreeable symptom, the candi- 
dates for both species of afflatus used to come 
to their meetings provided with napkins and 
rollers with which to bind their middles, and 
prevent the supervening inflation. Persons 
so puffed up would certainly float with all 
the buoyancy ascribed to the German witches, 
if cast into water; but they would still 
preserve their proper corporeal gravity if 
placed in a e. Unless, then, we suppose 
Delrio to have been the dupe of some singt- 
lar and unaccountable delusion on this point, 
the typanitic affections of the convulsion- 
naires will not account for the anti-gravita- 
ting phenomena ascribed to medieval witch- 
craft. There are some reasons, however, for 
the belief that these appearances may not 
have been wholly imaginary ; for if any reli- 
ance can be placed on the concurrent tradi- 
tions of all religions, Pagan as well as Chris- 
tian, supported by wide-spread popular belief, 
the high mental exaltation induced by reli- 
gious abstraction, and also by other vehement 
affections of the mind, is actually attended 
with a diminished specific gravity. Of alleged 
ecclesiastical miracles of this kind it is better 
to say nothing. The Roman Catholic and 
the Hindoo devotees equally claim for their 
adepts in religious contemplation an exemp- 
tion from (among other earthly liabilities) 
the hindrance of weight. In the rapture of 
prayer, the ascetic and the saint alike rise in 
the air, and spurn the law of gravitation with 
the other incidents of matter, Suspected 
evidences of this kind are, however, of no 
weight in philosophical inquiry. It will be 
safer to leave the Etstaticas and the Fakirs 
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'to their respective believers, and to take a 
' \story of the people, into which religious con- 
siderations do not so directly enter. The na- 
tive Irish, then, have a remarkable tradition, 
as old, at least, as the seventh or eighth cen- 
, that phrenetic madmen lose the corpo- 
hen quality of weight. A picturesque and 
romantic example of this belief is found in 
the story of the fate of Suibhne, son of Ool- 
man, King of Dalnaraidhe, as related in the 
bardic accounts of the battle of Moyra. Sn- 
ibhne, a valiant warrior, has offered an insult 
to Saint Ere, Bishop of Slane; the affront is 
avenged by a curse, the usual retaliation of 
eved ecclesiastics in those days. The 
curse falls on Sweeny in the most grievous 
form of visitation that could afflict a warrior : 
—a fit of cowardice seizes him in the very on- 
set of the battle, and drives him frantic with 
terror. “Giddiness came over him at the 
ight of the horrors, grimness, and rapidity 
the Gaels; at the fierce looks, brilliance, 
and ardor of the foreigners; at the rebound- 
ing furious shouts of the embattled tribes on 
both sides, rushing against and coming into 
collision with one another. Huge, flickering, 
horrible, aérial phantoms, rose up (around 
him), so that from the uproar of the battle, 
the frantic pranks of the demons, the clash- 
ing of arms, and the sound of the heavy blows 
reverberating on the points of heroic spears, 
and keen edges of swords, and warlike bor- 
ders of broad shields, the hero Suibhne was 
filled and intoxicated with horror, panic, and 
imbecility ; his feet trembled as if incessantly 
shaken by the force of astream; the inlets 
of his hearing were expanded and quickened 
by the horrors of lunacy ; his speech became 
faltering from the giddiness of imbecility ; his 
very soul fluttered with hallucinations, and 
with many and various phantasms. He might 
be compared to a salmon in a weir, or to a 
bird after being caught in the strait prison 
of a crib,” &. “ When he was seized with 
this frantic fit, he made a supple, very light 
leap, and where he alighted he was on the 
boss of the shield of the warrior next him; 
and he made a second leap, and perched on 
the crest of the helmet of the same hero, who, 
nevertheless, did not feel him. Then he 
made a third active, very light leap, and 
perched on the top of the sacred tree which 
grew on the smooth surface of the plain in 
which the inferior people and the debilitated 
of the men of Erin were seated, looking on 
at the battle. These shouted at him when 
they saw him, to press him back into the 
battle again; and he in consequence made 
three furious leaps to shun the battle, but 
through the giddiness and imbecility of his 
hallucination, he went back into the same 
field of conflict; but it wes not on the earth 
he walked, but alighted on the shonlders of 
men and the tops of their helmets,” &c. 
In this state, Suibhne flits off the field of 
battle like a bird, or a waif of the forest, 
without weight, and betakes himself to 





the wilds, where he “herds with the deer. 
runs races with the showers, and flees with 
the birds,” as a wild denizen of the wilder- 
ness; but with his ecstacy of terror, he re- 
ceives the gift of prophecy. Dr, O’Donovan, 
in a note on this curious passage, observes, 
“ it was the ancient belief in Ireland, and stil] 
is in the wilder mountainous districts, that 
lunatics are as light as feathers, and can climb 
steeps and precipices like the somnambulists.” 
—See Buile Suibhne, a bardic romance on 
the madness of this unfortunate warrior. 
This latter romance is occupied with Suibhne’s 
adventures as a mad prophet, Omadh, in Irish. 
Query did the Bacchus ios of the 
Greeks derive his name from a similar 
source? It would be a singular coincidence 
that would make a Greek god an omadran. 
Keats, with a fine intuition, has depicted 
those mores afflatorum, in the satyrs who do 
the benevolent biddings of Pan: 
Por wiling service, whether, to surpiee 
The squatted hare, while, in half-sleeping fit, 
Or upward ragged S eeny wey flit Y 
bag mae wes — y= gata 
Bewildered shepherds to their paths again.” 
Compare with this picture of the Irish lu- 

natic among the boughs of the tree on the 
field of Moira, the following extracts from 
Bosroger’s account of the possession of the 
nuns of Louviers, in a. p. 1642. One of the 
sisters, surnamed De Jesus, conceived herself 
to be possessed by a demon whom she called 
Arracon. ‘On the occasion of a procession 
of the host by Monseigneur the Bishop of 
Evreux, Arracon exhibited another example 
of his quality, causing sister De Jesus to pour 
forth a torrent of blasphemies and furious 
sepreanes all the time of the procession. 
When she was brought into the choir, and 
held fast by an exorcist, for fear of her offer- 
ing some insult, the'holy sacrament was borne 
past her. Arracon immediately caused her 
to be shot forward through the air to a con- 
siderable distance, so as to strike the gilt sun 
in which the adorable eucharist was placed, 
out of the hands of the lord bishop ; and the 
exorcist making an effort to detain her, the 
denion lifted her up in the air over an accon- 
doir, or leaning place, of three feet in height, 
intending to lift her, as he declared, into the 
vault, but the exorcist holding fast, all he 
could do was to cast the nun and exorcist 
back to the floor together,” &c. Putiphar, 
the Dasa of Sister Saint Sacrement, 
‘made her with wonderful impetuosity run up 
a mulberry tree, of which the stem was easy 
enough of ascent; but when she got up the 
stem, he forced her onward till she approached 
the extremities of the slenderest branches, 
and caused her to inake almost the entire 
circuit ofthe mulberry tree, in such sort that 
a man who saw her from a distance cried out 
that she flew like a bird. Then the demon 
permitted her to see her peril; she grew 

ale, and cried out with alarm. They ran in 

aste to bring a ladder, but Putiphar mocked 








in his confession, fell into violent convulsions 
on attempting to take the host in his mouth. 
He was brought to the missionary, foaming, 
leaping, and blaspheming in the manner usual 
among victims of his malady. After many 


exorcisms, both by the missionary and by 
two other ecclesiastics, which only increased 
his sufferings, he was at length, by = 


entreaties, brought to make a confession. 
The missionary then renewed his exorcisms, 
which he continued for a month with little 
success. ‘At last,” says he, “I determined 
to make a last effort, and to imitate the ex- 
ample of Monseigneur the Bishop of Tilopolis 
on a like occasion, namely, in my exorcism to 
command the demon in Latin ‘to transport 
him to the ceiling of the church, feet up and 
head down. On the instant his body became 
rigid, and as though he were impotent of all 
his members, he was dragged from the mid- 
dle of the church to a column, and there, his 
feet joined fast together, his back closely 4 
plied to the pillar, without aiding himself 
with his hands, he was transported in. the 
twinkling of an eye to the ceiling, just like a 
weight run up by a cord, without any visible 

ney. While he hung there, with his feet 

ed to the ceiling, and his head down, I 
made the demon, for I had determined to 
confound and humiliate him, confess the 
falsehood of the Pagan religion. I made him 
confess that he was a deceiver, and at the 
same time admit the holiness of Christianity. 
I kept him for better than half an hour in the 
air, and not possessing enough of constancy 
to hold him there any longer, so frightened 
was I myself at what I saw, I at length com- 
manded him to lay the patient at my feet 
without harming him. Immediately he cast 
him down before me with no more hurt to 
him than if he had been a bundle of foul 
linen.” It is by no means improbable that 





Pere Delacourt himself had become infected 
with the madness of the monomaniac 


Reverting to this subject of optical illusio 
already ylanced at, we find ah another o 
semblance between the mysticism of the an- 
cients and moderns. The priestess rendering 
herself invisible to the bystanders, appears 
to transcend all the rest of Jamblichus’s won- 
ders. § to say, even this pretension 
of the Colophonian prophetess is not without 
something analogous among the alleged phe- 
nomena of mesmerism. “I requested a young 
lady,” says Dr. Elliotson, “ whom I had long 
mesmerised, with the never-tiring devotion 
of a parent, and in whom I produced a variety 
of phenomena, to promise to be unable on 
waking to see her maid, who always sat in 
the room at work during my visit, till I left 
the room, and then at once to discern her, 
On waking, she said she did not see the maid, 
but said she saw the chair on which the maid 
sat. Presently, however, she saw the maid, 
was agitated, had an hysteric fit, and passed 
into the sleep-waking state. I now inquired 
how she came to see her maid, as I had not 
left the room, and told her she must not (see 
the maid), when I awoke her again. I then 
awoke her again ; she could not see the maid, 
was astonished at the maid’s absence, and at 
first supposed she was in an adjoining room; 
but presently rang the bell twice, though the 
woman was standing before her, I moved just 
out of the room, leaving the door open, and 
she saw the maid instantly, and was aston- 
ished, and laughed.” In the Oolophonian 
oracle, they were the spectators, not the 
on, who had need thus to be put un- 

er the influence of the mesmeric glamour. 
Can it be that,in certain diseased states of 
the optic nerve, it really is subject to the illu- 
sion of seeing objects rise in air, as well as go 
round in horizontal motion? They who saw 
these sights in the adyta of temples, in caves 
and sacred groves, in initiations and oracular 
consultations, were all prepared by fasting, 
watching, and prayer, for the reception of 
biological intiuence, and possibly may have 
seemed to themselves to see what others de- 
sired they should believe themselves to have 
actually seen. Was Lord Shrewsbury under 
this influence at Caldaro ? 

But the reader will begin to s + that 
his credulity is about to be solicited for the 
aérial flights of witches on their anes | 
brooms. This apprehension may be dismi 
Witchcraft, or, to call it by its proper patho- 
logical name, demonopathy, was a true delu- 
sion, true so far as the belief of the mono- 
maniacs themselves was concerned, but rest- 
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ing wholly in their own distempered imagina- 


From a learned and philosophic review of 
ore work of Oalmeil, la Folie, in 
the lin Quarterly Journal of Medicine, 
we extract the following resumé of the symp- 
toms of this dreadful epidemic malady: “The 
leading phenomenon was the belief of the 
sufferers that Satan had obtained full mastery 
ever them; that he was the object of their 
most fervent worship, a certain portion of 
their life being spent in the actual company 
of himself and his legion of darkness, when 
every crime that a diseased imagination could 
suggest was committed by them. Both sexes 
attended at the Devil’s Sabbaths, as they were 
termed, where the sorcerers met, danced, and 
enjoyed every wild pleasure. To these meet- 
ings they travelled through the air, though, 
by the power of Satan, their bodies seemed 
to remain at home. They killed children, 
poisoned cattle, produced storms and plagues, 
and held converse with Succubi and Incubi, 
and other fallen spirits. At the Sabbath all 
agreed, that from every country the sorce- 
rers arrived transported by demons. Women 
perched on sticks, or riding on goats, naked, 
with dishevelled hair, arrived in thousands; 
they passed like meteors, and their descent 
was more rapid than that of the eagle or 
hawk, when striking his prey. Over this meet- 
ing Satan presided ; indecent dances and li- 


centious songs went on, and an altar was rais- 
ed, where Satan, with his head downward, 


his feet turned up, and his back to the altar, 
celebrated his blasphemous mass.” 

Each individual sufferer believed herself or 
himself to have seen these sights, to have 
gone through these origies, and to have been 
transported to them through the air. If there 
had been but a few confessions, and these ex- 
acted by torture, it might be thought that the 
fancies of the examiners supplied the pheno- 
mena, to which the sufferers merely gave an 
enforced and worthless assent. But the con- 
fessions were as often voluntary as forced, 
and were indeed rather triumphant bravadoes 
than confessions of anything that the sufferers 
themselves deemed shameful. It was a true 
belief in the minds of the parties affected. 
The question has already been asked, were 
they en rapport with the rest of the diseased 
multitude, in whose minds the common delu- 
sion existed? The question presupposes a 
mental sympathy and participation, by one 
mind, of images existing in another, which is 
one of the alleged manifestations of clairvoy- 
ance. But there is another mode of account- 
ing for these and similar phenomena, which 
as yet obtains the approval of physicians, 
more than any suggestions of clairvoyant 
communications. It is, that there are certain 
states of the body in which the patient truly 
believes himself to see particular objects, to 
do particular acts, and to possess special pow- 
ers, which to the rest of the world have no 
existence, but in respect of the patient him- 





self are realities as visible, tangible, and per- 
ceptible, as the actual existences which sur- 
round him. For example, it is a fact which 
admits of no dispute, that a certain a 
of alcohol taken into the human stomach wi 
cause the drinker to fall into deliriwm tre- 
mens ; and that in that state the patient will, 
with his waking eyes, see objects of a par- 
ticular kind; in nine cases out of ten, the 
forms of rats and mice running over his bed, 
and about his person. There is no public de- 
lusion here, no popular mind possessed with 
a fixed idea of these appearances, to which 
the individual delusions might be referred; 
yet the swallower of the alcohol in Dublin, 
and the swallower of the alcohol in Calcutta, 
will both see exactly the same sorts of ap- 
pearances, and wil! both express precisely the 
same horror and disgust at theirsu tor- 
mentors. Is it the case, then, that, as the 
forms of rats and mice come into the minds 
of men in one kind of mental sickness, the 
forms of men and women riding on goats and 
broomsticks through the air, and the other 
apparatus of the witch-sabbaths, may have 
been but the manifestations of another disor- 
dered state of the mental organism, a symp- 
tom merely and concomitant of an epidemical 
disease? It is easy enough to understand how 
symptoms so simple as the appearance of 
what are usually called “ blue devils” should 
be constant in their attendance on a particu- 
lar state of cerebral disorder; but when the 
hallucination becomes so complex as in the 
fantasies of witchcraft, it is difficult to sup- 
pose that that long train of appearances and 
imaginary transactions should follow on & 
merely pathological derangement of the brain. 
Between the two alternatives of referring 
these hallucinations to such @ cause, on the 
one hand, or to a mesmeric sympathy, as 
above suggested, between the individual and 
the crowd of the , on the other, it 
is hard to choose; but, perhaps, the latter will 
appear to offer the less amount of difficulty, 
In the present state of knowledge, however, 
it would be rash to say that a particular state 
of diseased cerebral action might not be at- 
tended with a perfect set of supposed pheno- 
mena as complex and constant in the minds 
of the sufferers, as those which existed among 
the victims of demonomania. 

An example less difficult of reconcilement 
with the theory of cerebral disorder than that 
of the witchcraft of the fifteenth and sixteenth 
centuries, and yet more complex than that 
of the fantasies of delirium tremens, may be 
found in the case of lycanthropism, or that 
form of mania in which men have fancied 
themselves transformed into wolves. This 
disease also is contagious; and on many oc- 
casions has exhibited itself in all the terrors 
of a maniacal epidemic. As early as the time 
of Herodotus the belief was rife among the 
Greco-Scythian colonies that a people called 
the Neuri were subject to this species of me- 
tamorphosis; and Giraldus OCambrensis, if 
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the twelfth ce , found the same supersti- 
ee etal fone in incland It again broke 
forth in Livonia, its ancient seat, with all the 
toms of a periodical annual epidemic, in 
the sixteenth century. Peucer gives the fol- 
lowing account of what these maniacs them- 
selves believed to happen tothem. ‘“ Imme- 
pouty 4 after Christmas day, in each year, a 
club-footed boy appears, who goes round the 
country, and summons all those slaves of Sa- 
tan, of whom there are great numbers, to as- 
semble and follow him. If they hesitate or 
refuse, a tall man appears, armed with a whi 
of flexible iron wires, and compels them wi 
blows of his scourge to come forth and pro- 
He whips them so severely, that oft- 
times the stripes lft by the iron thongs re- 
main impressed on their bodies and torment 
them cruelly. As soon as they go out and 
follow in the train, they seem to lose their 
human form, and to put on the appearance 
of wolves. Several thousands thus assemble. 
The leader walks before with his iron scourge; 
the crowd of those who, in their delusion, 
imagine that they have become wolves, fol- 
low after. Wherever they meet with cattle 
they rush upon them and rend them; they 
carry off such portions as they can, and do 
much destruction; but to touch or injure 
mankind is not permitted to them. hen 


: or come to rivers, the leader with a stroke 

of his whip divides the waters, which stand 
apart, leaving a dry channel -by which they 
eross. After twelve days the band disperses, 


and every man resumes his own form, the 
vulpine mask dropping off him. The we in 
which the change takes place is this, as they 
allege: those who undergo the change, which 
occupies but a moment, drop spss down 
as if struck with a fit, and so lie senseless and 
like dead persons; but they do not in fact go 
away or change their places at all; nor while 
lying in that seemingly lifeless state do they 
exhibit any vulpine appearance whatever, 
but they go out of themselves (and leave 
themselves) like dead bodies; and save that 
they are convulsed, and roll about somewhat, 
they exhibit no sign or evidence of life. 
Hence the opinion has arisen that their spirits 
only are taken forth of their bodies, and put 
for a time into the phantasms of vulpine 
forms; and then, after doing the bidding of 
the devil in that way, are remitted back to 
their pee bodies, which thereupon are re- 
stored to animation; and the were-wolves 
themselves confirm this belief by acknowledg- 
ing that in truth the human form is not with- 
drawn from their bodies, nor the vulpine ap- 
pearance substituted for it; but that it is 
their spirits only which are impelled to leave 
their human bodily prisons, and enter into 
the bodies of wolves, in which they dwell 
and are carried about for the prescribed space 
of time. Some of those who have stated that 
they came long distances after escaping from 
the chains of their wolfish imprisonment, be- 
ing questioned how they got out of that con- 





1 and why they returned, and how 
they could cross such wide and deep rivers, 
gave answer that the imprisoning forms no 

nger confined them, that they felt coerced 
to come out of them, and over the riv- 
ers by aérial flight.” 

The same features marked the outbreak of 
lycanthropy in the years 1598-1600, among 

Vaudois. The possessed fell into cata- 
lepsy, and lay senseless during the time they 
imagined themselves in their bestial transfor- 
mation. The disease was almost uniformly 
complicated with demonopathy, or the pos- 
session of witchcraft. 

There seems no reason to doubt that ly- 
canthropism was a disease as constant in its 
character and as well defined in its symptoms 
as delirium tremens, or any of the ordinary 
forms of mania. The evidences of its exist- 
ence are, however, considerably stronger 
thanthose of witchcraft; for where on the 
one hand no credible witness ever saw a witch 
either at the sabbath, or on her way to it, 
or on her return from it, there are not want- 
ing distinct proofs on oath, corroborated by 
adinitted facts in judicial proceedings, of per- 
sons afflicted with lycanthropy traversing the 
woods on all-fours, and being found bloody 
from the recent slaughter both of beasts and 
human victims; and in one of these ca 
that of Jacques Roulet, tried before the Par- 
liament of Paris in 1598, the body of a newly 
slain child, half mangled, and with all the 
marks of having been gnawed by canine 
teeth, was found close to the place where the 
maniac was arrested. It is worthy of remark 
that both lycanthropists and witches ascribed 
the power of disembodying themselves to the 
use of ointments. Antiquity furnishes no 

rallel to the horrors of these malignant and 

1omicidal manias. Their analogues may be 
found in the fabled styes of Circe, or in the 
frenzied raptures of the Sybilline and Delphic 
priestesses; but the extent, the variety, and 
the hideousness of the disease in modern 
times, infinitely surpass all that was ever 
dreamt of in Pagan credulity. The points of 
resemblance, however, are not yet exhausted. 

“ A chief sign of the divine afflatus,” says 
Jamblichus, citing Porphyry, ‘is, that he who 
induces the numen into himself, sees ‘the spi- 
rit descending, and its quantity and quality. 
Also, he who receives the nwmen, sees before 
the reception a certain likeness of a fire; 
sometimes, also, this is beheld by the by- 
standers, both at the advént and the depar- 
ture of the god. By which sign, they who 
are skilful in these matters discern, with per- 
fect accuracy, what is the power of the nu- 
men, and what its order, and what are the 
things concerning which it can give true re- 
sponses, and what it is competent to do. ... 

us it is that the excellence of this divine 
fire, and appearance, as it were, of ineffable 
light, comes down upon, and fills, and domi- 
nates over the possessed person, and he is 
wholly involved in it, so that he cannot do 
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any act of himself... . . But after this comes 
ecstacy, or disembodiment.” 
- Thomas Bartholin (brother of Gaon) has 
anticipated the inquiries of Sir Henry Marsh, 
and of Reichenbach himself, on the subject 
of light from the human body. Ina treatise, 
fall of singular learning, “ De luce Anima- 
lium,” he has adduced a multitude of exam- 
of the evolution of light from the living 
as well as the dead body, and in the cases of 
secular and pagan, as well as of ecclesiastical 
and Christian, persons; and this, without 
having recourse to any testimony of the Ha- 
giologists. The Awreole of the Christian 
saints may not, after all, have been the mere- 
ly fanciful additions of superstitious artists. 
The convulsive distortions of the Python- 
ess were but a feeble type of the phenomena 
of demonopathy, or the supposed possession 
of the middle ages. It was chiefly in con- 
vents, among the crowd of young girls and 
women, that these dreadful disorders were 
used to break out; but the visitation was not 
confined to convents, nor to the profession of 
any particular creed. Wherever religious 
excitation prevailed among the young and 
susceptible, especially when they happened 
to be brought together in considerable num- 
bers, there the pest was attracted, as a fever 
or other malady would be attracted by a foul 
atmosphere. No patient in the magnetic 
coma ever exhibited such prodigies of endur- 
ance as thousands of the involuntary victims 
of these contagious manias. Who in any 


modern seance has beheld a patient supported 
only on the protuberance of the stomach, 
with the head and limbs everted, and the 
arms raised in the air, and so remaining 
curved into the me me of a fish on a stall, 


tied by the tail and gills, motionless for hours 
at a time? Or what rigidity of muscle in 
magnetic catalepsy has ever equalled that of 
& convulsionnaire, who would weary the 
strongest man, inflicting blows of a club, to 
the number of several thousands a day, on 
her stomach, while sustaining herself in an 
are solely by the support of the head and the 
heels? Madame de Sazilli, who was exor- 
cised in presence of the Duke of Orleans, at 
Loudon, in 1681, “ became, at the command 
of Pere Elisce, supple as a plate of lead. The 
exorcist plaited her limbs in various ways, 
before and behind, to this side and to that, 
in such sort that her head would sometimes 
almost touch the ground, her demon (say her 
malady) retaining her in each position im- 
movably until she was put into the next. 
Next came the demon Sabulon, who rolled 
her through the chapel with horrible convul- 
sions. Five or six times he carried her left 
foot up higher than-her shoulder; all the 
while her eyes were fixed, wide open, with- 
out winking; after that he threw out her 
limbs till she touched the ground, with her 
legs extended straight on either side, and 
while in that posture, the exorcist compelled 
her to join her hands, and with the trunk of 





the body in an erect posture, to adore the 
holy sacrament.” We seem to read the pro- 
of an electro-biologist, rather than 
of a pastor of the church: but the parallel is 
not yet at an end. “The same nun,” says 
Calmeil, “ towards the close of her exorcism, 
executed 8 command which the Duke im- 
van secretly to her exorcist.” Then fol- 
ows this remarkable admission of the learn- 
ed and cautious physiologist :— On hundreds 
of occasions one might believe, in effect, that 
the Energumenes read the thoughts of the 
ecclesiastics whe were c with the com- 
bating of their demons. It is certain that 
these young women were endowed, during 
their excesses of hysteria or nervous exalta- 
tion, with a penetration of mind altogether 
unique.” The children of the fanatics of the 
Cevennes, while in their wmenent prophetic 
ecstacies, spoke the purest dialect of French, 
and expressed themselves with singular pro- 
priety. The same facility of eatin in &@ 
fluent and exalted style while in the divina- 
tory ecstacy, was remarked of old in the case 
of the Pythian priestess. ‘Though it cannot 
be divined,” says Plutarch, in his “ Inquiry,” 
“why the Pythian priestess ceases to deliver 
her oracles in verse; but that her parentage 
was virtuous and honest, and that she always 
lived a sober and chaste life, yet her educa- 
tion was among poor, laboring people, so that 
she was advanced to the oracular sect rude 
and unpolished, void of all the advantages of 
art or experience. For, as it is the opinion of 
Xenophon, that a virgin, ready to be espous- 
ed, ought to be carried to the bridegroom’s 
house before she has either seen or heard the 
least communication, so the Pythian priestess 
ought to converse with Apollo illiterate and 
ignorant almost of every thing, still approach- 
ing his presence with a truly virgin soul.” 

We might here, without any stretch of im- 
agination, suppose we are reading a commen- 
tary on the birth and character of Joan of 
Are, or of any of the prophetesses of the 
Swiss Anabaptists. But to return to the pos- 
sessions recorded by Calmeil. 

The biological relations alleged by the mes- 
merists appear in still stronger development 
in the case of the nuns of Auxonne in 1662. 
The Bishop of Chalons reports, speaking of 
the , ‘that all the aforesaid you 
women, being in number eighteen, as w 
seculars as regulars, and without a single ex- 
ception, appeared to him to have obtained the 
gift of tongues, inasmuch as they accurately 
replied to the matters in Latin, which were 
addressed to them by their exorcists, and 
which were not borrowed from the ritual, 
still less arranged by any preconcert; they 
frequently explained themselves in Latin— 
sometimes in entire periods, sometimes in 
broken sentences ;” “that all or almost all of 
them were proved to have introvision (cog- 
nizance de Vinteriewr) and knowledge of 
whatever thought might be secretly address- 
ed to them, as appeared particularly in the 
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of the internal commands which were 
<ppowendey 
ough without an 


she did on several occasions ; wise in the 
person of Sister Jamin, a novice, who, on re- 
covering from her fit, told him the internal 
eommandthent which he had given to her 
demon during the exorcism ; also in the case 
of the Sister Borthon, to whom having issu- 
ed a mental commandment in one of her par- 
oxysms to come and prostrate herself before 
the Holy Sacrament, with her face to the 
ground and her arms stretched forward, she 
executed his command at the very instant 
that he willed it, with a promptitnde and pre- 
cipitation altogether wonderful.” 

Sister Denise Parisot, one of those who ex- 
hibited these singularities, also displayed a 
further and very remarkable manifestation 
of what would now be called biological influ- 
ence. “Being commanded by his Lordship 
to make the pulse of her right arm bonne 
cease beating while that of the left continued, 
and then to transfer the pulsation so as to 
beat in the right arm while it should stop in 
the left, she executed his erders with the ut- 
most precision in the presence of the physi- 
cian (Morel), who admitted and deposed to 
the fact, and of several ecclesiastics. Sister 
de la Purification did the same thing two or 
three times, causing her pulse to beat or to 

at the command of the exorcist.” 

Instead of exorcist we may, without mu¢h 
apprehension of offending either the reason 
or the belief of any candid person, read 
“Mesmerist.” The passes seem similar, the 
phenomena identical. Again, in the case of 
the girls of the parish of Landes, near Bayeux, 
in 1782, the orders given by the exorcists in 
Latin appeared to be well understood by the 

jents. ‘In general,” says Calmeil, quot- 

the contemporaneous account of their 

on, “during the ecstatic access, the 

sense of touch was not excited even by the 

lication of fire; nevertheless the exorcists 

: rm that their patients yielded immediate 

attention to the thoughts which they (the 

exorcists) refrained from expressing, and that 

they described with exactness the interior of 

distant houses which they had never before 
seen.” 

This long and varied survey of different 
forms of physical and mental malady brings 
us to a point where we may, with some con- 
fidence, take our stand on inductive conclu- 
sions. It seems evident, then, that all the 





of animal magnetism 


have been 
ind 


and lem un corks yetion known to mankind un. 


der the various forms of divinatory ecstasy, 
y or witchmania, theomania, or 
religious excitation, spontaneous cat- 
alepsy, and somnambulism. That, in addi- 
tion to the ordinary manifestations of jp- 
sensibility to pain, rigidity, and what is call- 
ed clairvoyance, the patients affected with 
more intense conditions of the malad 
have at all times exhibited a marvellous com- 
mand of languages; a seeming participation 
in the thoughts, sensations, and impulses of 
others; a power of resisting, for some short 
time at least, the action of fire; and, per- 
oon a capacity of evolving some hitherto 
unknown energy counteractive of the force 
of gravitation. That the condition of mind 
and body in question can be induced by means 
addressed to each and all of the senses, as 
well as involuntaril wy way of sympathy or 
contagion. That the fixing of the eyes on 
particular point, as a wafer, or the umbilicus, 
or on a polished ball or mirror, is one of the 
most general and efficacious means of artifi- 
cially inducing the condition of clairvoyance. 
That it may also, on those prepared for its 
reception by strong’ mental excitement, be 
induced by tumultuous music, as by the 
sound of drums and cymbals, by odors, and, 
perhaps, by unguents; and that the same 
condition frequently supervenes on long- 
continued and intense emotion, as well as on 
those hysterical and convulsive movements 
of the body which sometimes attend on ex- 
cessive religious excitation. That, induced 
by the latter means, clairvoyance has a ten- 
dency to become contagious, and has often 
afflicted whole communities with the most 
dangerous and deplorable epidemic hallucina- 
tions, as in the fancied witeh-sabbaths of the 
demonomaniacs, and prowling excursions of 
lycanthropes and vampyres; but that, al- 
ough in these demotie frenzies, the prevail- 
ing ideas and images presented to the minds 
of the sufferers are merely illusory, they pos- 
sess the capacity of being put in such a rela- 
tion with ideas and images derived from ac- 
tual existence in the mind of others, as to 
perceive and appropriate them. Beyond this 
it would be difficult to advance our specula- 
tion with any degree of certainty; but if 
speculation may be at all indulged in such a 
question, it might, perhaps, be allowed to a 
sanguine speculator to surmise that, possibly, 
the mind in that state may be put en rapport 
with not only the ideas and emotions of ano- 
ther particular mind, but with the whole of 
the external world, and with all its minds. 
Another step would carry us to that partici- 
pation in the whole scheme of nature, pre- 
tended to by divinators and seers; but it 
must be owned that, in the present state of 
the evidences, there is no solid ground on 
which to rest the foot of conjecture in taking 
either the one step or the other. 
In the mean time, many practitioners are 
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tagious frenzy of the pa- 
tient. If such an event happened now, it 
would not be more wonderful than when it 


his letter to the Jesuit Attichi: “‘ For three 
months and a half I have never been without 
a devil in full exercise within me. While I 
was engaged in the performance of my min- 
istry, the devil passed out of the body of the 
and coming into mine, assaulted 
me and cast me down, shook me, and tra- 
versed me to and fro, for several hours. I can- 
not tell you what passed within me during 
that time, and how that spirit united itself 
with mine, leaving no liberty either of sensa- 
tion or of thought, but acting in me like an- 
other self, or as if I possessed two souls; 
these two souls making, as it were, a battle 
und of my body. When I sought, at the 
ectigation of the one, to make the sign of 
the cross on my mouth, the other suddenly 
would turn round my hand and seize the fin- 
gers with my teeth, making me bite myself 
with rage. When I sought to speak, the word 
would be taken out of my mouth; at mass I 
would be stopped short; at table I could not 
carry the food to my mouth ; at confession I 
forgot my sins; in fine, I felt the devil go and 
come within me as if he used me for his 
daily dwelling-house.” 

Or, if i of passing into a single opera- 
tor, as in the case of Surin, the diseased con- 
tagion should suddenly expand itself among 
acrowd of bystanders, there would be noth- 
ing to wonder at, although enough to deplore, 
in such a catastrophe. It wpuld be no more 
than has already happened in all the epidem- 
ics of lycanthropy and witchmania, of the 
dancers of St. Vitns, of the Jumpers, Qua- 
kers, and Revivalists, of the Mewers, Bark- 
ers, and Convulsionnaires.. The absence of 
religious pretensions among the operators 
seems as yet to be the chief guarantee against 
such results. If instead of being made rigid 
and lucid by the manipulations of a professor, 
the patients should find themselves cast into 
that state by contact with the tomb of a 
preacher, or with the reliques of a saint, so- 
ciety would soon be revisited with all the 
evils of pseudo-miracles and supposed demo- 
niacal possessions. The comparatively inno- 
cent frenzy of the followers of Father Math- 
ew, was the nearest approach to a social dis- 
turbance of that kind that our co has 
been visited by since the barking epidemic 
of the fourteenth century. “In the coun- 
ty of Leicester, a person travelling along the 
road,” says Oamden, “ found a pair of gloves, 
fit for his hands, as he thought ; but when he 
put them on, he lost his speech immediately, 
_ and could do nothing but bark like a dog; 

nay, from that moment, the men and women, 





old and y thronghont the whole coun- 
mo barked dogs, and the children like 
whelps. This plague continued, with some 
eighteen days, with others a month, and with 
some for two years; and, like a contagious 
distemper, at last inf the neighboring 
counties, aud set them a barking too.” 

If mesmerism did no more than demon- 
strate, as it has done, that all the supposed 
evidences of modern inspiration, as well as of 
modern demoniacal ion and ghost- 
craft, are but the manifestations of a physical 
disorder, capable of being induced by ordina- 
ry agencies, it would have done a great service 
to the cause of social and religious stability, 
In addition to this, it has furnished surgery 
with a new narcotic, perhaps with a new 
anti-spasmodic. It is not impossible that 
here, at length, a means may have been found 
for combating the horrors of hydrophobia. 
Its higher pretensions of clairvoyance and 
provision, if not proved, are at least not yet 
satisfactorily disproved. Its admitted use- 
fulness may, perhaps, counterbalance its per- 
ils; but in every exercise of it, whether cu- 
rative or speculative, it is never to be forgot- 
ten, that the phenomena are those of disease, 
and that the production of disease, save for 
the counteraction of other maladies more 
hurtful, is in itself an evil. 8. F. 





From Sharp's Magazine. 
A CHAPTER OF EPITAPHS. 
BY F. LAWRENCE. 

y tye best epitaphs, according to our notion, 

are generally the shortest and the plain- 
est. In no description of composition is elabo- 
rate and ornate phraseology so much out 
of place. Where a world-wide reputation 
has been achieved, the name alone, with the 
addition perhaps of a date, is often calculated 
to produce a more impressive effect than an 
ostentatious inscription. It has been observed 
that the simple words— 

CATHERINE THE GEEAT TO Pgrer THE Fimst, 
inscribed on the monument erected by the 
Empress Catherine to the memory of her 
husband, arrogant as they are, contain the 
essence of thesublime. And, in like manner, 
among the most impressive memorials in 
Westminster Abbey are the words, “ O rare 
Ben Jonson,” chiselled beneath the great play- 
wright’s bust, and the name of J. Drypey, 
with the date of his birth and death, and the 
simple statement, that the tomb was erected, 
in 1720, by John Sheffield, Duke of Bucking- 
ham. We doubt whether the effect of the 
latter would have been improved by the ad- 
dition of the couplet written for it by Pope, 
admirable as it is: 

This Sheffield raised : the sacred dust below 
Was Dryden once—the rest who does not know? 
Among the best epitaphs in the Poet’s Cor- 
ner, we are inclined to number that on Spen- 
ser, which combines in an eminent d 
dignity and simplicity, and possesses a char- 
acter which at once attracts attention. The 
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monument on which it oppo had been 
i untess of Dor- 


Anne, 


it 
witnesse than the pa ry , 
Which he left behinde him. 
He was borne in London in the yeare 1558, 
And died in the year 1598. 

The epitaph of Michael Drayton, another 
of the Elizabethan ts, said by some to be 
the composition of Ben Jonson, and by oth- 
ers to be by Quarles, has also a species of 
quaint beauty and solemnity which raises it 
above the ordinary level. It was originally 
in gilt letters: 

Micnart Drarrton, Esq. 

A memorable poet of this age, 
Exchanged his = Oy oe 2 crowne of glorye, 
Doe, pious Marble! let thy readers knowe 
What they and what their children owe 

To Drarron’s name, whose dust 
We recommend unto thy Trust: 
Protect his memory, and preserve his storye, 
Remaine a lastinge monument of his glorye; 
And when thy ruines shall disclaime 
To be the treas rer of his name, 
His name that cannot fade shall be 
An everlasting monument to thee. 

We cannot say that the Latin compositions 
of this sort in Westminster Abbey are much 
to our taste. One however, we cannot pass 
over—that to the memory of Goldsmith, by 
Dr. Johnson—a scholar-like production, dic- 
tated by affection, and full of grace and ten- 
derness. In the delineation of the personal 
and literary character of his friend, we recog- 
nize all the grander traits of the honest giant’s 
loving heart and powerful pen. Nothing can 
be in better taste than his commendation of 
Goldsmith’s genius : 

Affectuum eotene et lenis Dominator ; 
Ingenio sublimis—vividus, versatilis, 
Oratione grandis, nitidus, venustus— 

Of the English epitaphs, one of the most 
remarkable for elegance and simplicity is that 
on Purcell, the composer, reputed, on the au- 
thority of Malone, to be by Dryden. It cer- 
tainly is not unworthy of his pen: 

Here lyes 
Henry Puroext, Esq. 
Who left this life, 
And is gone to that blessed place 
Where only his Harmony 


Can be exceeded. 
Obiit 21 die Novembris 
Anno Atatis suw 37 
Annoque Domini 1695. 


Among more modern inscriptions, those on 
the great engineers, Watt and Telford, are 
particularly worthy of notice. The former is 
from the pen of Lord Brougham : 


Not to perpetuate a name, 
Which must endure while the peaceful arts flourish, 
But to show 
That mankind have learned to know those 
Who best deserve their gratitude, 
The King, 
His ministers, and yg of the nobles 
And commoners of the realm 
this monument to 
James Watt, 





Who, directing the force of an original 
Early exercised in =— 
ie eee 


The inscription on Telford’s monument is 
equally chaste and beautiful. It presents this 
noble summary of his life and character : 

The orphan of self-ed 
orp! - pewnes ucated, 
By his extraordinary talents and integrity, 
From the humble condition of an operative mason, 
And became one of the 
Most eminent Civil Engi of the age. 
This marbie has been erected near the spot 
Where his remains are deposited, 
By the friends who revered his virtues, 
But his noblest uonuments are to be found amongst 
The great public works of his country. 

Every visitor will reverently pause before 
the magnificent cenotaph of the great Ear! of 
Chatham, which, though somewhat too con- 
fused and elaborate in its decorations, is not 
unworthy of the greatest of English minis- 
ters. Having achieved a higher reputation 
as a statesman and orator than any other pub- 
lic man which his country had produced, and 
having fallen, as it were, in her service, the 
national gratitade was displayed in an unpre- 
cedented manner by honors paid his memo- 
ry. His body lay in state three days in the 
painted chamber in the House of Lords—his 
public funeral exceeded in splendor the obse- 
quies of princes—his debts were paid by the 
nation—and finally, the stately tomb to which 
we have drawn attention, was placed over 
his remains. The inscription whilst exceed- 
ingly plain and simple, is impressive and ap- 
propriate : 

Erected = the King and Parliament 
8 


a testimonial to 
The Vitam gee Ability 
01 





Wii Prrt, Ear. or Caatuam, 
During whose administration, in the reigns of 
George IL. and George IIL 
Divine Providence 
Exalted Great Britain 
To a height of Prosperity and Glory 
Unknown in any former age. 

Of poetical epifaphs in the Abbey some of 
the most important are by Pope. Like every- 
thing else from his pen, they are carefully 
written, but viewed as monumental inscrip- 
tions, not distinguished for any striking ex- 
cellence. Among the best of them is that on 
the Honourable James Craggs, a secretary of 
state, rather discreditably mixed up with the 
South Sea Bubble :— 

Statesman, friend to truth! of soul sincere, 

In action faithful, yet in honour clear! 

Who broke no promise, served no private end, 
Who gained no title, and who lost no friend; 
Ennobled by Himself, by all approved, 

Praised, wept, and honoured by the Muse he loved. 


The one on Gay is interesting as a tribute 
of friendship, and as a faithful portrait of that 
pleasing and amiable poet, the simplicity of 
whose character is admirably delineated in 
the first. couplet :— 

Of manners gentle, and affections mild, 
In wit a man, simplicity a child. 
Altogether it is a beautiful and appropriate 
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ition, and we cannot but ip that 
monument on which it appears should be 
disfigured by the doggerel, said to have been 
written by Gay himself, and inscribed on the 
ledge just above Pope’s epitaph ; 
Life is a jest, and all things show it ; 
I thought so once, but now I know it. 

That of Nicholas Rowe, the dramatist (also 
by Pope), has been admired for the pathos of 
the concluding lines, the beauty of which, 
however, it is a matter of notoriety, was con- 
siderably marred by a prosaic circumstance, 
which proves the danger of assuming facts 
even in poetical compositions. The monu- 
ment is commemorative of the poet and of 
his only daughter, the wife of Henry Fane. 
His widow survived him, and her inconsol- 
able affliction was beautifully depicted :— 

To these so mourned in death, so loved in life, 

The childless parent and the widowed wife, 

With tears inscribes this monumental stone, 

That holds their ashes, and erpects her own. 
Almost, however, before “ the monumental 
stone” was finished, the disconsolate widow 
dried her eyes, and married a gallant colonel 
of dragoons, without considering that she was 
spoiling the beauty of her husband's epitaph. 

Among the most flagrant instances of false 
taste, we must specify that on the tomb of 
David Garrick. The tomb itself has been 
described as ‘a theatrical conceit, of which 
the design exhibits neither taste nor inven- 
tion.” The epitaph was the production of 
Pratt, author of Harvest Home and other lu- 
cubrations which have long since been con- 
signed to the tomb of the Capulets; and both 
epitaph and monument are thus spoken of 
by Charles Lamb in the Essays of Elia. A\l- 
Inding principally to the eccentric attitude of 
the actor’s effigy, he observes, ‘“ Though I 
would not go so far, with some good Catho- 
lies abroad, as to shut players altogether out 
of consecrated ground, yet I own I was not 
a little scandalized at the introduction of the- 
atrical airs and gestures into a place set apart 
to remind us of the saddest realities. Going 
nearer, I found inscribed under this burlesque 
figure a farrago of false thought and non- 
sense.” The farrago in question is in verse, 
and represents Shakspeare and Garrick as 
“twin stars,” who as long as time shall last 
are to “ irradiate earth with a beam divine.” 

There are but few epitaphs in St. Paul’s 
Cathedral—the other great resting-place of 
illustrious dead—worthy of remark or repro- 
duction. The best in the whole edifice, and 
one of the most perfect compositions of its 
kind, is the well-known inscription comme- 
morative of its renowned architect, Sir Chris- 
topher Wren: 

Subditus conditur hujus Eccleeie et Urbis 

Conditor, Curistornervs WEEN, qui vixit 


Annos ultra noi sibi, sed 
Bono publico. Eerie requiris, 
' Circumspice, 


We need not point out the beauties of this 


celebrated e 


itaph :—its terseness of phrase- 
ology (to w 


ich no translation could do jus- 





tice)—its suggestiveness, deur and dig- 
nity. Another Latin pee rin in St. Paul’s 
is also deserving notice, both on account of 
its merit, and the individual it commemorates 
—that on Dr. Samuel Johnson, written by 
the famous Dr. Parr. Of English insorip- 
tions in this Cathedral, the most striking ie 
that on the monument of John Howard. It 
concludes with the well-known sentence: 
“He trod an open and unfrequented path to 
immortality, in tho ardent and unremitting 
exercise of Christian charity. May this tri- 
bute to his fame excite an emulation of his 
truly glorious achievements.” 

It is no very easy matter to produce a 
good epitaph. Great practice in composition 
is required—great power of condensation— 
and the exercise of judgment and discrimina- 
tion. In efforts at epitaph-writing, few 
English poets have appeared to advantage. 
One or two on specimens, indeed, we 
possess, but the success of a single writer 
must be set against the failure of a great 
many. Of our good epitaphs, the very best, 
in our opinion, is that on the Countess Dow- 

er of Pembroke, the sister of Sir Philip 
Sidney, by Ben Jonson. Although it has 
been often quoted, we cannot exclude it from 
this paper : 

Underneath this sable hearse 
Lies the subject of all verse, 
, Sidney's sister, Pembroke’s mother: 
h, ere thou hast slain another, 
Fair, and wise, and good as she, 
Time shall throw his dart at thee. 

Another of Jonson’s epitaphs, although 
more rugged in versification, is also deserving 
of quotation ; 

Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much virtue as could die; 
Which, when alive, did r give 
To as much beauty as could live. 
If she had a single fault, 

Leave it buried in this vault. 

Not a few of Pope’s epitaphs, as we have 
before hinted, appear tame, insipid, and cha- 
racterized by a false taste. We except the 
well-known couplet for the monument of 
Sir Isaac Newton, in which there are dignity 
of language and boldness of conception : 


Nature and nature's laws lay hid in night ;— 
God said, * Let Newton be !” and all was light. 


David Garrick is the author of some very 
good and characteristic epitaphs. The best, 
is that on Claudius Philips, the musician, who 
lived and died in great poverty. It was some 
time ascribed to Dr. Johnson, but is now 
known to be the production of Garrick : 

Philips, whose touch harmonious could remove 
The pangs of guilty power and hapless love, 
Rest here, distress'd by poverty no more, 

Sleep undisturbed within thls peaceful shring 
Till pest 9 wake thee with a note like aon. 

Another of Garrick’s epitaphs, is that on 
Mr. Havard, the comedian, who died in 1778. 
Itis described by the author as a tribute “ to 
the memory of a character he long knew and 
respected.” Whatever its merits as a compo- 
sition, the professional metaphor introduced 
is sadly out of place: 








The one on William H , in Chiswick 


Churchyard, by Garrick, is in better taste : 


S Toeck'd fhe noblest point of art 
Whose 'd morals charm the mind, 


If neither move thee, turn away, 
For Hogarth’s honor'd dust lies here, 


Some distinguished men have amused them- 
selves, while living, by inditing epitaphs for 
themselves. Franklin, and the great er 
and orientalist, Sir William Jones, have left 
characteristic performances of this kind in 
prose, and from Matthew Prior we have a 
mock-serious one in verse. The latter has 
been often quoted, but it will bear repetition : 

"ae tie the bones of Matthew Prior: 


The son of Adam and of Eve, 
Can Bourbon or Nassau go higher? 


In the same spirit, but 4 ped in tone and 
quality, is the following, the authorship of 
which is unknown, “on a poor but honest 
man :” 
Stop, reader, here, and deign to look 
on one without a name, 
Ne’er enter’d in the ample book 
Of fortune or of fame. 
Studious of he hated strife ; 
Meek virtues fill'd his breast ; 
His coat of arms, “a spotless life,” 
“ An honest heart” his crest. 
Quarter'd therewith was innocence, 
And thus his motto ran : 
“A conscience void of all offence, 
Before both God and man.” 
In the great day of wrath, though pride 


Now scorns 
ds ; ey’d been allied 
ly. 


The thought in Prior’s is ludicrously ex- 
pressed in the following, from a monument 
erected in 1708, in the New Church bury- 
ing-ground, Dundee, to the memory of J. R. 

Here lies a Man, 
peg fo ag Eve; 
igviaken 

Amongst poetical epitaphs, of the more 
elaborate class, we must eos two by Mason; 
one to the memory of his mother, in Bristol 
Oathedral, and the other on a young lady 
named Drummond, in the church of Brods- 
worth, Yorkshire. We have space for only 
the latter. 


Here sleeps what once was beauty, once was 
Grace, that with tenderness 


arden 
‘The Christian yields an pode his God. 
Of whimsical and satirical epitaphs—some 





pasqui 
might be made. We have li 
these anomalous compositions, nor do we con- 
sider it creditable to the national character, 
that so many English churehyards can be 
pointed out where they occur. But there 
are those who will e even the tomba 
subject of pleasant humors. The epitaph 
for the tomb of Sir John Vanbrugh, distin- 
ished as a dramatist and architect, and re- 
ecting on his achievements in the latter ca- 
pacity, is as follows: 
Lie heavy on him, Earth, for he 
Laid many a heavy load on thee. 

The original of the following is among the 
epigrams of Boileau:— 

Here lies my wife ; there let her lie: 
Bhe is at rest—and so am I. 

We do not suppose that this was ever en- 
genet on a tombstone, either in French or 

nglish; but the following lines are said to 
have been copied from aslab in an English 
church :— 

Here lies the body of Sarah Sexton, 
Who as a wife did never vex one; 
We can’t say that for her at the next stoue. 
The next specimen is also known to have 
appeared on a tomb in Essex :— 
Here lies the man Ric 
And Mary bis wife ; 
Their surname was Pritchard; ~ 
They lived without strife ; 
And the reason was plain: 
They abounded in riches, 
They no care had nor 
And the wife wore the breeches. 

We will not multiply examples of these 
compositions. Lines of the description we 
have quoted have often found their way into 
print, and we have selected- one or two of 
the least offensive as examples of eccentricity. 





From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 
THE GOOD OLD ES IN PARIS. 
AN ADVENTURE WITH ROBBERS. 

HE world, since it was a world at all, has 

ever been fond of singing the praises of 
the good old times. It would seem a general 
rule, that so soon as we get beyond a certain 
age, whatever that may be, we acquire a high 
opinion of the past, and grumble at every 
thing new under the sun. One cause of this 
may be, that distance lends enchantment to 
the view, and that the history of the past, 
like a landscape travelled over, loses in re- 
view all the rugged and wearisome annoy- 
ances that rendered it scarcely bearable in 
the journey. But it is hardly worth while 
to speculate upon the causes of an absurdity 
which a little candid retrospection will do 
more to dissipate than whole folios of philo- 
sophy. We can easily understand a man who 
sighs that he was not born a thousand years 
hence instead of twenty or thirty years ago, 
but that any one should encourage a regret 
that his lot in life was not cast a few centu- 
ries back, seems inexplicable on any rational 
grounds. The utter folly of praising the 
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be illustrated by a refe- 
wretched condition of most 
ies; but we shall confine our- 
case of Paris, now one 

‘the most beautiful capitals in the world. 
: thirteenth century the streets of 
ere not paved; they were muddy 
and filthy to a very horrible degree, and 
swine constantly loitered about and fed in 
them. At night there were no public lights, 
and assassinations and robberies were far 


tallow candles were put up in prominent 
situations, The improvement, accordingly 
did little , and the numerous bands o' 
thieves it still pretty much their own 
way. Severity of punishment seldom com- 

the want of precautionary measures. 
¢ was the general custom at this period to 
cut off the ears of a condemned thief after 
the term of his imprisonment had elapsed. 
This was done that offenders might be readily 
recognized should they dare again to enter 
the city, banishment from which was a part 
of the sentence of such as were destined to 
be cropped. But they often found it easier 


to fabricate false ears than to gain a liveli- 
hood away from the arena of their exploits ; 
and this measure, severe and cruel as it was, 
was found inefficient to rid the capital of 
their presence. 

a ey gp various adventures with thieves, 


detailed by an author contemporaneous with 
Louis XIII., the following affords a rich ex- 
ample of the organization of the domestic 
brigands of the time, and of the wretched 
security which the capital afforded to its in- 
habitants. 

A celebrated advocate named Polidamor 
had by his reputation for riches aroused the 
covetousness of some chiefs of a band of 
brigands, who flattered themselves that could 


they catch him they would obtain on 
of an important +4 They oak cavadie 
track three bold fellows, who, after many 
fruitless rasan’ pe map Eg Fis 
evening accompanied only by a single ey. 
Seizing fast hold of himself and attendant, 
pase him in a twinkling; and as he had 
dentally left his purse at home, they took 
his rich cloak of Spanish cloth and silk, which 
was quite new, and of t value. Polida- 
mor, who at first resi found himself com- 
pelled to yield to force, but asked as a favor 
to be allowed to redeem his mantle. This 
was agreed to at the price of thirty pistoles ; 
and the rogues appointed a rendezvous the 
next day, at six in the evening, on the same 
the purpose of effecting the ex- 
. They recommended him to come 
i ee his life wane he 

an @ appear accom 
with an escort. Polidamor repaired to the 
place at the appointed hour, and after a few 
moments of expectation he saw a carriage 





approaching in which were 

sons in the garb of gen 

scended from the vehicle, and one of 
advancing towards the adv 

in a low voice if he were not in search of a 


it had been taxed. The thieves havi 

— remmnarres tae he was an, sei 

an e him get into the iage ; 
and one of them presenting a pistol to his 
breast, bade him hold his tongue under pai 
of instant death, while another blindfolded 
him. As the advocate trembled with fear, 
they assured him that no harm was intended, 
ong Son the i tek mt | on. ' 

r a rapid flight, which was yet 
enough to ate prisoner with deadly 
terror, the i stop’ in front of a 
large mansion, the gate of which opened to 
receive them, and in as soon as 
oe. had passed the threshold. The robbers 
alighted with their captive, from whose eyes 
they now removed the bandage. He was Ted 
into an immense saloon, where were a num- 
ber of tables, upon which the choicest viands 
were profusely spread, and seated at which 
was a company of gentlemanly-looking per- 
sonages, who chatted familiarly together, 
without the slightest demonstration of confu- 
sion or alarm. His guardians again enjoined 
him to lay aside all fear, informed him that 
he was in good society, and that they had 
Fay kim there solely that they might en- 
127 the pleasure of his company at supper. 

the mean while water was served to the 
guests, that they might wash their hands be- 
fore sitting at table. Every man took his 
place, and a seat was assigned to Polidamor 
at the upper and privil end of the board. 
Astonished, or rather stupefied at the stran 
circumstances of . his pe aaa he would 
willingly have abstained from taking any part 
in the repast ; but he was compelled to make 
a show of eating, in order to dissemble his 
mistrust and agitation. When the supper 
was ended and the tables were removed, one 
of the gentlemen who had assisted in his cap- 
ture accosted him with polite expressions of 
regret at his want of appetite. During the 
interchange of courtesies which ot one 
of the bandits took a lute, another a viol, and 
the party began to amuse themselves with 
music. The advocate was then invited to 
walk into a neighboring room, where he per- 
ceived a considerable number of mantles 
ranged in order. He was desired to select 
his own, and to count out the thirty pistoles 
agreed upon, together with one for coach- 
hire, and one more for his share of the reck- 
oning at supper. Polidamor, who had been 
apprehensive that the drama of which his 
mantle had been the occasion might have a 
very different dénouement, was but too well 
planed bo ba. eeeiaerme > sextant be bs 

ve of the assembly with unfeigned expres- 
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sions of gratitufle. The carriage was called, 
and before entering it he was again blind- 
folded ; his former conductors returned with 
him to the spot where he had been seized, 
where, removing the bandage from his eyes, 
diby,aliviwed him to alight, presenting him 
at the same moment with a ticket sealed 
with green wax, and having these words in- 
scribed in large letters, “‘ Freed by the Great 
Band.” This ticket was a passport securing 
his mantle, purse, and person against all fur- 
ther assaults. Hastening to regain his resi- 
dence with all , he was assailed at a 
narrow turning by three other rascals, who 
demanded his purse or his life. The advocate 
drew his ticket from his pocket, though he 
had no great faith in it as a preservative, and 
mted it to the thieves. One of them, 
provided with a dark lantern, read it, return- 
ed it, and recommended him to make haste 
home, where he at last arrived in safety. 
Early in the seventeenth century the Pa- 
risian rogues availed themselves of the regu- 
lations against the use of snuff to pillage the 
snuff-takers. As the sale of this article was 
forbidden by law to any but grocers and 
apothecaries, and as even they could only re- 
tail it to persons provided with the certificate 
of a medical man, the annoyance of such re- 
strictions was loudly complained of. The 
rogues, ever ready to profit by circumstances, 
opened houses for gaming—at that period al- 
most a universal vice—where “snuff at dis- 
cretion” was a tempting bait to those long 
accustomed to a gratification all the more 
ble because it was forbidden. Here 
the snuff-takers were diligently plied with 
wine, and then cheated of their money ; or, if 
too temperate or suspicious to drink to excess, 
they were unceremoniously plundered in a 
sham quarrel. To such a length was this 
ractice ‘carried, that an ordinance was at 
all 


* length issued in 1629, strictly forbiddin 
snuff-takers from assembling in public places 
or elsewhere, “ pour satisfaire leur gout /” 
The thieves of the good old times were not 
only more numerous in proportion to the po- 
pulation than they are at present, but were 


also distinguished by greater audacity and 
cruelty. ey had recourse to the most dia- 
bolical ingenuity to subdue the resistance and 
to prevent the outcries of their victims. Un- 
der the rule of Henry IV. a band of brigands 
arose, who, in the garb, and with the man- 
ners of gentlemen, introduced themselves in- 
to the best houses under the pretext of pri- 
vate business, and when alone with the mas- 
ter, demanded his money at the dagger’s 
point. Some of them made use of a gag—a 
contrivance designated at the period the poire 
@angoisse. This instrument was of a spheri- 
cal shape, and pierced all over with small 
holes; it was forced into the mouth of the 

rson intended to be robbed, and upon touch- 

g 2 spring sharp points protruded from 
every hole, at once inflicting the most horri- 
ble anguish, and preventing the sufferer from 





uttering a single cry. It could not be with- 
drawn but by the use of the proper key, 
which contracted the spring. The device 
was adopted universally by one savage band, 
and occasioned immense misery not only in 
Paris but throughout France. 

An Italian thief, an enterprising and inge- 
nious rogue, adopted a singular expedient for 
robbing women at their devotions in church, 
He placed himself on his knees by the side of 
his intended prey, holding in a pair of artifi- 
cial hands a book of devotion, to which he 
made a show of the most devout attention, 
while with bis natural hands he cut the watch 
or purse-string of his unsuspecting neighbor, 
This stratagem, favored by the fashion, then 
general, of wearing mantles, met with great 
success, and of course soon produced a host 
of clumsy imitators, and excited the vigilance 
of the police, who at length made so many 
seizures of solemn-faced devotees provided 
with wooden kid-gloved hands, that it fell in- 
to complete discredit, and was at last aban- 
doned by the profession. 

Cunning as were the rogues of a past age, 
they were liable to capture like their modern 
successors. A gentleman having resorted to 
Paris on business, was hustled one day in the 
precincts of the palace, and robbed of his 
well-filled purse. Furious at the loss of a 
considerable sum, he swore to be avenged. 
He procured a clever mechanic, who, under 
his directions, contrived a kind of hand-trap 
for the pocket, managed in such a manner as 
to preclude the possibility of an attempt at 
purse-stealing without detection. Having 
fixed the instrument in its place, impatient 
for the revenge he had promised himself, he 
sallied forth to promenade the public walks, 
mingled with every group, and stopped from 
time to time gazing about him with the air 
of a greenhorn. Several days passed before 
any thing resulted from his plan; but one 
morning, while he was gaping at the portraits 
of the kings of France in one of the public 
galleries, he finds himself surrounded and 
pushed about, precisely as in the former in- 
stance; he feels a hand insinuating itself 
gently into the open snare, and hears imme- 
diately the click of the instrument, which as- 
sures him that the delinquent is safely caught. 
Taking no notice, he walks on as if nothing 
had happened, and resumes his promenade, 
drawing after him the thief, whom pain and 
shame prevented from making the least effort 
to disengage his hand. Occasionally the gen- 
tleman would turn round, and rebuke his un- 
willing follower for his importunity, and thus 
drew the eyes of the whole crowd upon his 
awkward position. At last, pretending to 
observe for the first time the stranger’s hand 
in his pocket, he flies into a violent passion, 
accuses him of being a cut-purse, and de- 
mands the sum he had previously lost, with- 
out which he declares the villain shall be 
hanged. It would seem that compounding & 
felony was nothing in those days; for it is 
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record that the thief, though caught in 
Se set, was permitted to send a messenger 
to his iaremns, who advanced the money, 
and therewith purchased his liberty. 

The people were forbidden to employ par- 
ticular materials in the fabrication of their 
clothing, to ride in a coach, to decorate their 

ents as they chose, to purchase certain 
articles of furniture, and even to give a din- 
ner omg | when and in what style they chose. 
Under the Valois régime strict limits were 
assigned to the expenses of the table, deter- 
mining the number of courses of which a 
banquet should consist, and that of the dishes 
of which each course was to be composed. 
Any guest who should fail to denounce an 
infraction of the law of which he had been a 
witness, was liable to a fine of forty livres ; 
and officers of justice, who might be present, 
were strictly enjoined to quit the tables of 
their hosts, and institute immediate proceed- 
against them. The rigor of these regu- 
lations extended even to the kitchen, and the 
police had the power of entry at all hours, to 
enforce compliance with the statutes. 

But it was during the prevalence of an epi- 
demic that it was least agreeable to live in 
France in the good old times. No sooner did 
& contagious malady, or one that was sup- 
et to be so, make its appearance, than the 

habitants of Paris were all forbidden to re- 
move from one residence to another, although 
their term of tenancy had expired, until the 

judge of police had received satisfactory evi- 

mce that the house they desired to leave 
had not been affected by the contagion. 
When a house was infected, a bundle of straw 
fastened to one of the windows warned the 
public to avoid all intercourse with the in- 
mates, At a later period two wooden crosses 
were substituted for the straw, one of which 
was attached to the front door, and the other 
to one of the windows in an upper story. 
In 1596 the provost of Paris having learned 
that the tenants of some houses infected by 
an epidemic which was then making great 
Tavages, had removed these badges, issued an 
ordinance commanding that those who trans- 


| agra in a similar manner again should suf- | pe 


ler the loss of the right hand—a threat which 
was found perfectly efficient. 

By an ordinance of 1533, persons recover- 
ing from a contagious ‘malady, together with 
their domestics, and all the members of their 
families, were forbidden to appear in the 
streets for a given period without a white 
wand in their hands, to warn the public of 
the danger of contact. Three years after the 
authorities were yet more severe against the 
convalescents, who were ordered to remain 
shut up at home for forty days after their 
cure; and even when‘ the quarantine had ex- 
pired, they were not allowed to appear in the 
streets until they had presented to a magis- 
trate a certificate from the commissary of 
their district, attested by a declaration of six 
householders, that the forty days had elapsed. 





In the ing century (in 1498) an ordi- 
nance ain whore extraordi had been is 
sued, It was at the coronation of Louis XII. 
when a great number of the nobles came to 
Paris to take part in the ceremony. The 
provost, desiring to guard them from the dan- 
ger of infection, published an order that all 
persons of both sexes, suffering under certain 
specified maladies, should quit the capital in 
twenty-four hours, under the penalty of being 
thrown into the river! 





From Household Words. 


THE LEGEND OF THE WEEPING 
CHAMBER. 


STRANGE story was once told me by a 
A Levantine lady of my acquaintance, 
which I shall endeavor to relate—as far as I am 
able with the necessary abridgments—in her 
own words. The circumstances under which 
she told it were peculiar. The family had 
just been disturbed by the visit of a ghost— 
areal ghost, visible, if not palpable. She was 
not what may be called superstitious; and 
though following with more or less assiduity 
the practices of her religion, was afflicted 
now and then with a fit of perfect material- 
ism. I was surprised, therefore, to hear her 
relate, with every appearance of profound 
faith, the following incidents :— 

There is an old house in Beyrout, which, 
for many successive years, was inhabited by 
a Christian family. It is of great extent, 
and was of yore fitted for the dwelling of a 
prince. The family had, indeed, in early 
times been very rich; and almost fabulous 
accounts are current of the wealth of its 
founder, Fadlallah Dahan. He was a mer- 
chant; the owner of ships, the fitter-out of 
caravans. The regions of the East and of the 
West had been visited by him; and, after 
undergoing as many dangers and adventures 
as Sinbad, he had returned to spend the lat- 
ter days of his life in his native city. He 
built, accordingly, a magnificent dwelling, 
the courts of which he adorned with marble 
fountains, and the chambers with silk divans ; 
and he was envied on account of his pros- 


rity. 

Bat, in the restlessness of his early years, 

he had omitted to omy and now found 
0 


himself near the close jis career without 
an heir to inherit his wealth and to perpetu- 
ate his name. This reflection often disturbed 
him; yet he was unwilling to take a wife 
because he was old. Every now and then, it 
is true, he saw men older than he, with fewer 
teeth and whiter beards, taking to their bo- 
soms maidens that bloomed like peaches just 
beginning to ripen against a wall; and his 
friends, who knew he would give a magnifi- 
cent marriage-feast, urged him to do like- 
wise. Once he looked with pleasure on a 
young person of not too tender years, whose 
pu ly presented her to him; but 

wee, her in a whisper whether she 
would like to marry a withered old gentle- 








ed unmoved from extreme poverty 
ant riches, seemed to merit the position of 
the greatest lady in Beyrout. Never was 
woman more prudent than she. No one ever 
knew her previous history, nor that of her 
mother. e said that a life of misery, 

haps of shame, was before them, when 


per 
this unexpected m took place. Seli- 
ma’s gratitude to Fedlellah was unbounded ; 


to abund- 


men, | and out of gratitude grew love. The mer- 


and thus establish their credit 

d woman espying him, began to 
cry out, “Yeh! yeh! this is the man who 
has no wife and no child—this is the man 
who is going to die and leave his fortune to 
be robbed by his servants or confiscated by 
the governor! And yet, he has a sagacious 
nose”—(the Orientals have observed that 
there is wisdom in a nose)—“ and a beard as 
og 3 back! Yeh! yeh! what a won- 
derful sight to see!” 


Fadlallah Dahan stopped, and retorted, 
smiling: “Yeh! yeh! this is the woman 
that blames an old man for not marrying a 
young wife. Yeh! yeh! what a wonderful 
sight to see!” 

Then the woman replied, “O my lord, 
every pig’s tail curls not in the same direc- 
tion, nor does every maiden admire the pass- 
ing quality of youth. If thou wilt, I will be- 


stow on thee a wife, who will love thee as 
lf, and serve thee as the 


thou lovest th 


angels serve A She is more beautiful 


than any of the danghters of Beyrout, and | bega 


her name is Selima, a name of good ” 
The friends of Fadlallah laughed, as did the 
young men who followed in their wake, and 
him to go and see this peerless beauty, 
if it were only for a joke. Accordingly, he 
told the woman to lead the way. But she 
said he must mount his mule, for they 
had to go some distance into the country. 
He mounted, and, with a single servant, went 
forth from the gates—the woman preceding 
—and rode until he reached a village in the 
mountains. Here, in a poor little house, he 
found Selima; clothed in the very common- 
est style, engaged in making divan cushions. 
She was a marvellously beautiful girl, and the 
heart of the merchant at once began to yearn 
towards her; yet he endeavored to restrain 
himself, and said, “ This beautiful thing is not 
for me.” But the woman cried out, “ Selima, 
wilt. thou consent to love this old man?” 
The girl gazed in his face awhile, and then, 
folding her hands across her bosom, said, 
“Yes; for there is goodness in his counte- 
nance.” Fadlallah wept with joy; and, re- 
turning to the city, announced his approach- 
ing marriage to his friends. According to 
custom, they expressed civil surprise to his 
face ; baw when his back was turned, they 
whispered that he was an old fool, and had 
been the dupe of a she-adventurer. 
The marriage took place with ceremonies 
of royal magnificence; and Selima, who pass- 





chant daily offered up thanks for the bright 
diamond which come to shine in his 
house, 

In due time a child was born; a boy live- 
Se his mother; and they named him Halil, 

ith what joy he was received, what festivi- 
ties announced the glad intelligence to the 
town, may easily be imagined. Selima and 
Fadlallah resolved to devote themselves to 
his education, anc determined that he should 
be the most accomplished youth of Bar-er- 
Sham. But a long succession of children fol- 
lowed, each more beautiful than the former 
—some boys, some girls; and every new com- 
er was received with additional delight and 
still grander ceremonies; so that the people 
— to say, “Is this a race of sovereigns?” 

ow, Halil grew up to the age of twelve— 
still a charming lad; but the parents always 
fully occupied by the last arrival, had not 
carried out their project of education. He 
was as wild and untamed as a colt, and spent 
more of his time in the street than in the 
company of his mother; who, by degrees, 
n to look upon him with a kind of calm 
friendship due to strangers. Fadlallah, as he 
took his accustomed walk with his merchant 
friends, used from time to time to encounter 
a ragged boy fighting in the streets with the 
sons of the Jew butcher; but his eyes begin- 
ning to grow dim, be often passed without 
recognizing him. One day, however, Halil, 
breathless and bleeding, ran up and took re- 
fuge beneath the skirts of his mantle from 4 
crowd of savage urchins. Fadlallah was 
amazed, and said, “O, my son—for I think 
thou art my son—what evil hath befallen 
thee, and wherefore do I see thee in this 
state?” The boy, whose voice was choked 
by sobs, looked up into his face, and said, 
“Father, I am the son of the richest mer- 
chant of Beyrout, and behold, there is no one 
so little cared for as I.” 

Fadlallah’s conscience smote him, and he 
wiped the boy’s bleeding face with the corner 
of his silk caftan, and blessed him; and, tak- 
ing him by the hand, led him away. The 
merchants smiled benignly one to the other, 
and, pointing with their thumbs, said, “ We 
have seen the model youth !” 

Whilst they laughed and sneered, Fadlallah, 
humbled yet resolved, returned to his house, 
leading the ragged Halil, and entered his 
wife’s chamber. Selima was playing with 
her seventh child, and teaching it to lisp the 
word “ Baba ”—about the amount of educa- 
tion which she had found time to bestow on 
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When she saw the 
eldest son she frowned, and was 
him ; but Fadlallah interposed, 
“ Wife, speak no harsh words. We 
have not done our ourby this boy, May 
God forgive us; but we have looked on these 
children that have bloomed from thee, more 
as playthings than as deposits for which we 
are ible. Halil has become a wild 
Siehdoors lad, doubting with some reason 
of our love. It is too late to bring him back 
to the destiny we had dreamt of; but he 
must not be left to grow up thus uncared for. 
Ihave a brother established in Bassora; to 
him will I send the lad to learn the arts of 
commerce, and to exercise himself in adven- 
as his father did before him. Bestow 
thy blessing upon him, Selima (here the good 
old man’s voice trembled), and may God in 
his mercy forgive both thee and me for the 
neglect which has made this parting neces- 
sary. I shall know that I am forgiven, if. be- 
fore I go down into the tomb, my son return 
awise and sober man; not unmindful that 
we gave him life, and forgetting that, until 
now, we have given him little else.” 

Selima laid her seventh child in its cra- 
dle of carved wood, and drew Halil to her 
bosom; and Fadlallah knéw that she loved 
him still, because she kissed his face, regard- 
less of the blood and dirt that stained it. She 
then washed him and dressed him, and gave 
him a purse of gold, and handed him over to 
his father; who had resolved to send him off 
by the caravan that started that very after- 
noon, Halil, surprised and made happy by 
unwonted caresses, was Ps delighted at the 
idea of beginning an adventurous life; and 
went away, pre stifling his sobs, and en- 


deavoring to assume the grave deportment 


ofa merchant. Selima shed a few tears, and 
then, attracted by a crow and a chuckle from 
the cradle, began to tickle the infant’s soft 
double chin, and went on with her interrupt- 
ed lesson, “ Baba, Baba!” 

Halil started on his journey, and having 
= through the Valley of Robbers, the 

alley of Lions, and the Valley of Devils— 
this is the way in which Orientals localize the 
supposed dangers of travelling—arrived at 
the good city of Bassora; where his uncle 
received him well, and promised to send him, 
48 supercargo on board the first vessel he dis- 
patched to the Indian seas. What time was 
spent by the caravan upon the road, the nar- 
tative does not state. Travelling is slow 
work in the East; but almost immediately 
on his arrival in Bassora, Halil was engaged 
in @ love adventure, If travelling is slow, 
the approaches of manhood are rapid. The 
youth's curiosity was excited by the extraor- 
dinary care taken to conceal his cousin Miri- 
am from his sight; and having introduced 
himself into her garden, beheld, and, struck 
by her wonderful beauty, loved her. With 
an Oriental fondness he confessed the truth 
to his uncle, who listened with anger and 
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unhappy Halil, loaded with chains, was put 
on @ vessel, not as supercargo, but as 
prisoner, with orders that he should be left 
in some distant country. 

Meanwhile a dreadful pestilence fell upon 
Beyrout, and among the first sufferers was 
an eighth little one that had just learned 
to say “Baba!” Selima was almost too 
astonished to be grieved. It seemed to her 
impossible that death should come into her 
house, and meddle with the fruits of so much 
suffering and love. When they came to take 
away the little form which she had so often 
fondled, her indignation burst forth, and she 
smote the first old woman who stretched out 
her rough unsympathetic hand. But a shriek 
from her waiting-woman announced that 
another victim was singled out; and the 
frantic mother rushed like a tigress to defend 
the young that yet remained to her. But the 
enemy was invisible; and (so the story goes 
all her little ones droo one by one ani 
died; so that on the seventh day Selima sat 
in her nursery gazing about with stony eyes, 
and counting her losses upon her fingers— 
Iskender, Selima, Wardy, Fadlaliah, nen 
Hennenah, Gereges—seven in all, Then she 
remembered Halil, and her neglect of him; 
and, lifting up her voice, she wept aloud; 
and, as the tears rushed fast and hot down 
her cheeks, her heart yearned for her absent 
boy, and she would have parted with worlds 
to have fallen upon his breast—would have 
given up her life in return for one word of 
pardon and of love. 

Fadlallah came in to her; and he was now 
very old and feeble. His back was bent, and 
his transparent hand trembled as it clutched 
a cane. A white beard surrounded a. still 
whiter face; and as he came near his wife, 
he held out his hand towards her with an 
uncertain e,as if the room had been 
dark. This world appeared to him but dim- 
ly. “Selima,” said he, “the Giver hath 
taken, We, too, must go in our turn. Weep, 
my love, but weep with moderation, for 
those little ones that have gone to sing in the 
golden cages of Paradise. There is a heavier 
sorrow in my heart. Since my first-born, 
Halil, departed for Bassora, I have only 
written once to learn intelligence of him. 
He was then well, and had been received 
with favor by his uncle. We have never 
done our duty by that boy.” His wife re-- 
plied, “‘ Do not reproach me; for I reproach: 
myself more bitterly than thou canst do. 
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then, to thy brother to obtain tidings 
Fewiclorea shed I will make of this cham- 
ber a weeping chamber. It has resounded 
with merriment eno All my children 
learned to la and to talk here. I will 
hang it with black, and erect a tomb in the 
midst; and every day I will come and spend 
two hours, and weep for those who are gone 
and for him who is absent.” Fadlallah ap- 


proved her design; and they made a weeping 
chamber, and lamented together every day 
therein. But their letters to Bassora remain- 
ed unanswered; and they began to believe 
that fate had chosen a solitary tomb for Halil. 

One day a woman, dressed in the garb of 
the phen sae to the house of Fadlallah with 


a boy about twelve years old. When the 
winethent saw them he was struck with 
amazement, for he beheld in the boy the 
likeness of his son Halil; and he called aloud 
to Selima, who, when she came, shrieked 
with amazement. The woman told her sto- 

, and it appeared that she was Miriam. 

ving spent some months in prison, she had 
escaped and taken refuge in a forest in the 
house of her nurse. Here she had given birth 
to a son, whom she had called by his father’s 
name. When her strength returned, she had 
set out as a beggar to travel over the world 
in search of her lost husband. Marvellous 
were the adventures she underwent, God 

ting her throughout, until she came to 
the land of Persia, where she found Halil 
working as a slave in the garden of the Gov- 
ernor of Fars. After a few stolen interviews, 
she had again resumed her wanderings to 
seek for Fadlallah, that he might redeem his 
on with wealth; but had passed several 
years upon the road. 

Fortune, however, now smiled upon this 
unhappy family, and in spite of his age, Fad- 
lallah set out for Fars. Heaven made the 
desert easy, and the road short for him. On 
a fine calm evening he entered the gardens 
of the governor, and found his son gaily sing- 
ing as he trimmed an orange tree. After a 
‘vain attempt to preserve an incognito, the 

old man lifted up his hands, and shout- 
, “Halil, my first-born!” fell upon the 
breast of the astonished slave. Sweet was 
the interview in the orange grove, sweet the 
murmured conversation between the strong 
young man and the trembling patriarch, until 
the perfumed dew of evening fell upon their 
hasdl. Halil’s liberty was easily obtained, 
and father and son returned in safety to Bey- 
out. Then the Weeping Chamber was clos- 
ed, and the door walled up; and Fadilallah 
-and Selima lived happily until age gently did 
‘ite work at their appointed times; and Halil 
Miriam inherited the house and the 
wealth that had been gathered for them. 

The ae part of the story remains 
to be told. The Weeping Chamber was nev- 
er again opened ; but every time that a death 
was about to occur in the family, a shower of 
heavy tear-drops was heard to fall upon its 





marble floor, and low wailings came through 
the walled doorway. Years, centuries pass- 
ed away, and the mystery repeated itself with 
unvarying uniformity. The family fell into 
verty, and only occupied a portion of the 
ouse, but pe pes before one of its mem- 
bers sickened unto death, a shower of heavy 
drops, as from a thunder-cloud, pattered on 
the pavement of the Mey J Chamber, and 
was heard distinctly at night through the 
whole house. At length the family quitted 
the chy | in search of better fortunes else- 
where, and the house remained for a long 
time uninhabited. 

The lady who narrated the story went to 
live in the house, and passed some years 
without being disturbed; but one night she 
was lying awake, and distinctly heard the 
warning shower dripping heavily in the 
Weeping Chamber. Next day the news came 
of her mother’s death, and she hastened to 
remove to another dwelling. The house has 
since been utterly abandoned to rats, mice, 
beetles, and an occasional ghost seen some- 
times streaming along the rain-pierced ter- 
races. No one has ever attempted to violate 
the solitude of the sanctuary where Selima 
wept for the seven little ones taken to the 
grave, and for the absent one whom she had 
treated with unmotherly neglect. 


THE BULL FIGHT OF MADRID. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE CASTILIAN.” 


was one of those clear, bright days, pe- 
culiar to a Spanish summer, when the 
deep blue skies seem to reflect their warmth 
in radiance over the earth; a slumberous in- 
fluence hung over the tranquil streets of 
Madrid, and although it was still early in the 
morning, the fervid rays of the sun gave 4 
certain indication of the meridian power he 
was about to display in a few hours. 

Such was the day appropriated for the 
splendid and soul-stirring celebration of 
bull-fight ; and accordingly, the inhabitants 
soon began, by an unusual bustle, to evince 
the absorbing interest they are accustomed 
to take in this favorite amusement. Before 
the hour of nine, the beautiful street of Al- 
cala was thronged with a promiscuous multi- 
tude, eager to witness the first exhibition of 
the morning; the Spanish bull-fight being in 
fact composed of two acts, if I may so term 
them, the morning and the evening encoun- 
ters. 

On such days, a general cessation of labor 
takes place throughout the city, and the 
whole population is occupied with specula- 
tions on the approaching festival. On the 
morning in question, the inhabitants of Mad- 
rid, the lower classes in particular, attired in 
their holiday finery, began at an early hour 
to issue from their narrow and obscure dor- 
mitories, and, with tolerably cleanly appear- 
ance and much importance of demeanor, to 
take up a position in that famous Puerta deb 
sot which, on less momentous occasions, 
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eems destined only as a lounge for all the 
news-hunters, and petit-maitres of 

The Manolos, too, began to congre- 

great numbers, casting around those 
glances of recklessness and eonscious 
courage, which, in the estimation of foreign- 
ers, are the certain prognostics of as many 

gers, 

IT soon e up my mind to add one to the 
yast concourse now on the alert to witness 
this grand and terrific spectacle, although, for 
many reasons, I prudently resolved to Fyre 
pone my share of the entertainment until the 
evening. 

It is at this hour that the higher classes 
prefer visiting the arena: a number of the 
more desperate amateurs, however, regardless 
of the influence of a meridian sun, do not 
hesitate to present themselves at the morning 
exhibitions. 

At about four in the afternoon, the Calle 
de Alcala was, if possible, more crowded than 
it had been in the morning. This majestic 
street, which commands a full view of the 
superb triumphal arch which bears its name, 
now presented a most striking and animated 
scene: various groups, fancifully contrasted 
in dress and deportment, were all hurrying 
towards the same spot. Here yon might see 
the gorgeous equipage of the haughty grandee, 
sweeping by in all the imposing conscious- 
ness of pomp and greatness, while car- 
riages of more humble pretensions were rat- 
tling as briskly, if not as proudly, along the 
gay and lively street. The Calesines, too, 
were seen in great numbers hurrying to the 
scene of anticipated pleasure, and diversify- 
ing, by the singularity of their appearance, 
and the ringing of small bells, the stately cor- 
tege of more splendid equipages. 

Next, an army of majos attracted attention 
by their fanciful dresses, and the easy swag- 
ger with which they accompanied their mo- 
tenas, who were not the less conspicuous for 
their graceful though somewhat confident 
demeanor. They were all, of course, attired 
in their peculiar costume, bedizened with 
ribbons, and the short saya reaching only to 
the middle of the calf, and showing the most. 
polished ancle and the prettiest foot in the 
world. These gay and lively individuals were 
pictaresquely contrasted with crowds of 
monks and friars, of all orders and colors— 

White, black, and gray, with all their trampery— 
here and there intermingled with military 
idlers, in the uniforms of their several regi- 
ments. 

Here 
bate, ambling along upon a mule, having an 
appearance scarcely less clerical than himself, 
jostling the less fortunate friar on the back 
of the humbler donkey, and the sturdy men- 
dicant, as he strode along on foot, supported 
only by his staff. The streets, ont every 
avenue leading to the Plaza de los T 
were lined with noisy venders of delicious 


fruits, who made a grateful display upon their 


ro —_ see the rosy and jolly ab- 





stalls of the Seville orange and the cooling 
water-melon ; whilst a number of Valencians 
carried about vasijas, or trays of lemon- 
ae other refreshments, for the accom- 
modation of the thirsty pedestrians, who had 
no time to squander upon a visit to the 
neveras, or ice-houses. The effect of this ani- 
mated picture was farther heightened by the 
cries of the venders, the harmony of some 
neighboring barber’s guitar, the continual 
jingling of the mules’ bells, and the clicking 
of castanets. 

Amidst this stunning, yet not unpleasing 
variety of sounds, we at length reached the 
Plaza de los Toros, and it was with some dif- 
ficulty we obtained places in the stage seats. 
A vast concourse of persons of all classes 
were already assembled, and I observed with 
asmile the effect which the novelty of the 
scene had produced upon an English frien 
whom I had, with great difficulty, prevail 
upon to accompany me; having, as he de- 
clared, but little taste for such brutal and 
demoralizing exhibitions. He seemed quite 
excited, and made some passing observation 
relative to the Roman Circus, to which the 
foe exhibition bore no unapt resemblance, 

directed his attention to many of his coun- 
trymen, as well as other foreigners, who, 
after having been quite as clamorous as him- 
self against the sport, had terminated their 
philosophical philippics by becoming constant 
visitors both at the morning and afternoon 
encounters. We arrived at the scene of ac- 
tion just in time to witness E77 despejo, or the 
clearing of the arena; a ceremony which is 
effected by a band of soldiers, who enter the 
place and drive every loiterer away, to the 
sound of drums and fifes. In a few minutes, 
not a single person was to be seen in the 
circus ; and, consequently, the body of spec- 
tators, thus driven back upon the crowd, gave 
rise to various energetic expostulations, 
hearty curses, and not a few random cuffs, 
The only inconvenience, however, of these 
frequent melées, was the loss of a few ribbons 
and a quantity of hair, of which the manolus 
most assiduously set about easing themselves, 
This operation is a source of considerable 
ainusement to those who stand aloof from the 
field of strife. We had been happy in securin 
good places, and had nothing to complain o 
but the immediate vicinity of an amateur, or 
aficionado, who kept his tongue in continual | 
motion, and favored his neighbors with a tre- 
mendous display of erudition on the tauro- 
machia, 

Whilst the immense multitude were beguil- 
ing their impatience in a thousand ways, 
and among others by bandying jeste—eating 
oranges—smoking—whistling — love-making 
and quarrelling—the champions of the féte, 
namely, the picadores, the , and the 
chulos, were very piously engaged in prayer 
in a chapel contain to the circus, it being 
customary for combatants to solicit the pro- 
tection of the holy Virgin against the tre- 
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mendous animal they are about to encounter | which, 


before 
While 
~ ted striking 

now & most 

niles aod the corporation of the town 
had already taken their seats near the splen- 
did box fitted up for the use of the king, di- 
rectly opposite to the entrance from which 
the bull was expected to rush into the arena. 
Above this entrance was a platform, occupied 
by a band of musicians, who continued at in- 
tervals to mingle their animating strains with 
the clamor of the noisy multitude. An offi- 
cer of the town now entered the arena, 
mounted on a fine r. He gh er 
in com sables, and carried is han 
the abot office. Attended by alguazils, he 
advanced,—saluted the box where the king 
was not,—and then proceeded to the master 
of the ceremonies, from whom he received 
the keys of the cells, where the terrible ani- 
tals who were to take so conspicuous parts 
in the evening spectacle were confined. 

At this critical juncture, a breathless si- 
lence pervaded the rs, who by their 
eager looks evinced the absorbing interest 
they took in the. soul-stirring spectacle. 
Anon, a band of martial instruments struck 
up ;—a general buzz arose on every side, and, 
amidst the overwhelming din that prevailed 
brie. gree the circus, the pi es and the 
rest 


their party made their entrance into 
the arena. First came the pi 


with 

their horses blindfold, wearing enormous 
boots to them from the blows of the 
bull; next on the or matadores, 
on foot, attired in rich silk dresses, each wear- 
ing a robe of a different color, together with 
ribbons or some other distinctive mark of 
favor from his mistress. The procession 
closed with a numerous troop of chulos, or 
banderilleros, a set of young men lightly and 
fancifully apparelled, whose business is to 
distract the attention of the bull from a fallen 
cavalier, and to harass the animal with the 
banderillas. In this splendid troop we per- 
ceived some traces of the ancient spirit of 
chivalry, although, strange to say, the favor- 
ite sport of the fine cavaliers of the land is 
now confined to the lowest orders. It is on- 
from the slaughter-house that the bull- 

hters now, for the most part, proceed. 

The procession moved on, at a slow and 
stately pace, amidst strains of music and the 
vociferations of the lower classes, many of 
whom soon recognized in the heroes of the 
féte, some near relation, some dear friend, or 
at least, well-known acquaintance, whom 
they were desirous of encouraging by their 
shouts. The champions having made their 
respective obeisances to the royal box and to 
the corregidor, retired to the places set apart 
for them in the arena. 

J rding to the order of 


precedence, ranged themselves in the circus, 
@lose to the daranda, or wooden barrier, 


venture to provoke its ferocity. 





tremendous burst, 
the middle of the circus! It was a fearful 
animal; not large, but of that peculiar color 
and breed which are accounted the most fe 
rocious. 
Dark is his hide on either side, but the blood within doth 
errr see enampeenstacenetenhecrnts teat 
the: i of snow; 
Bae Fed pe aay wih on Ba acer be tsa og 
Upon the forehead of the bull the horns stand close and near, 
From out the broad and wrinkled skull like daggers they 


His neck ie muassy, like the trunk of some old knotted 
Whereon the monster's shagged mane like billows c 
ye see, 


His legs are short, his hams are thick, his hoofs are black 
Like » strong fail he holds his tail in the flerceness of his 
Like cen stig within uh of'ttn; 60 Worit forth from the 
Harpado of Xarama stands, to bide the Alcayde’s shock.* 


The appearance of the bull was hailed by 
loud mations from the multitude; whilst 
hats, handkerchiefs, and scarfs fluttered in 
the air, in every direction. 

The noble animal appeared at first as though 
he were undecided how to act, or on whom 
to wreak his fierce vengeance. He turned on 
every side, and scanned the appalling nun- 
ber and firmness of his tormentors; gradually 
he became more and more excited, till, ex- 
asperated by the clamors of the impatient 
roultitude, he tore the ground with his hoofs, 
tossed his head in proud indignation, and 
then stared intently before him, as if to awe 
the circus with the lightnings of his angry 
_ Again he lowered his head, and blew 
the dust in clouds with the burning breath of 
his distended nostrils, and lashed his sides 
with his tail, as if to work himself up to the 
proper pitch of frenzy; at length, with a sud- 
den bound, he rushed furiously against the 
first pi The cavalier received the 
charge with perfect cociness and intrepidity, 
and having succeeded in planting his pica in 
the higher part of the animal’s neck, the 
theatre rung with acclamations at the strength 
and dexterity with which he kept his tre- 
mendous opponent for some moments fixed 
to the spot. Smarting with pain, the bull 
then retired for a short time; but his rage 
prevailing over his fears, he again rushed for- 
ward, and was received y \ 

Less fortunate, however, t! 


a Z 
an his companion, 
he was unable to withstand the overwhelm- 
ing shock; and, after a fruitless effort to 


stem the animal's fury with his pica, it at 

length broke, and the bull, with one tremen- 

dous thrust on the horse’s breast, overthrew 

its rider. Fortunately for the fallen picador, 

he was protected by the bulk of his horse; 
* Lockhart’s Spanish Ballads. 
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and the bull, as it often happens, sated his 
fierceness on the helpless animal, whose blood 
ted round the arena, from a wound evi- 
dently mortal. The excitement of the 
tators now became intense; when the ball, 
having fully disabled his enemy, advanced to- 
ward the third cavalier. The champion, how- 
ever, had penetration enough to perceive that 
the bull was of a dangerous kind, and evinced 
no particular solicitude to come to closer quar- 
ters with him. He kept, therefore, retreat- 
ing, under ee of gaining an advantageous 
position; but the people, who guessed his 
real motive, unanimously protested against 
such dilatory proceedings. Men and women, 
old and young, to assail the iuckless, or 


rather, prudent picador, with a violent storm 
of abuse. 


During the whole of this noisy altercation, 
our erudite ee the aficionado, had been 
very scientifically descanting on the various 
points of the combat, to our no small annoy- 
ance; for he could not rest a moment in his 
seat, and was continually intercepting our 
view. The picador, provoked by the bitter 
sarcasms lavished upon him by the more 

r part of the spectators, now advanced 
with an air of determination a little farther 
into the arena; but the —— bull kept 
retreating as his enem vanced, in order 
to render escape more difficult, and his ven- 
geance certain. At length he rushed on the 
cavalier with such fury and overwhelming 
force, that both picador and horse rolled on 
the ground: unluckily, the man not being 
very dexterous, conld seek no protection 
from the horse, but lay exposed to the fury 
of his powerful a 

Cries of horror and slarm for the — of 
the unfortunate picador were now heard on 
every side, and strange to say, those very 
persons, who had but just driven him to en- 
counter the danger, were now the most cla- 
morous in shouting for protection for him. 
The chalos lost no time in applying their art 
to extricate their companion, by harassing 
the animal on all sides, who was thus com- 
peer to abandon his prey in order to meet 

is new tormentors. Thus the fallen cava- 
lier was rescued from his jeopardy, whilst his 
poor horse, dreadfully gored, ran wildly about 
the arena. The bull, as if satisfied with these 
feats, now stood tranqnilly looking on the 
spectators, who filled the air with vicas in 
praise of his prowess. 

The trumpet again sounded the signal for 
the second part of the combat, and forthwith 
the chulos advanced nimbly with their bande- 
rillas, each striving to fix his weapou in the 
neck of the animal, as in their hazardous 
course he passed under their. extended arms. 
The smart of the banderillas tended to goad 
the bull to greater fury, and tormented on 
every side he bellowed ont in agony, and 
bounded from place to place, turning first to 
one, and then to another of his aggressors. 

Thus, after he had vented his rage, foam- 





ing at the mouth and flashing fire from his 
eyes, the moment arrived when it was deem- 


ed @ to put an end to his protracted 
Soniegn end at a given signal the chulos 
retired and made place for the prima-espada. 

This was Candido, who though arrived at 
an advanced age, still retained much of the 
strength and agility of his youth, which, 
combined with experience he had acquir- 
ed in the game, rendered him a very formida- 
ble opponent. He advanced with a stately 
pace, bearing in one hand a piece of scarlet 
cloth to entice the animal, and in the other 
hissword. Having arrived in front of the 
seat of the presiding authorities, he made a 
graceful salute, and then performed the same 
ceremony before his friends, who hailed him 
with many vivas ; whilst a deadly si- 
lence was observed on the of the admi- 
rers of his rival Leoncito. dido proceeded 
slowly, and warily towards the bull, endea- 
voring to entice him by waving the red cloth. 
The animal, however, would not suddenly 
rush against his foe; but calmly watched for 
the moment when he might find him less 
upon his guard. 

Oandido, with all the skill of a practised 
matador, appeared to guess the sinister in- 
tentions of the bull, and followed his every 
movement with an active eye—nay, he seem- 
ed to penetrate into the inmost feelings of 
the animal.—Irritated by the defiance, the 
bull sprang upon his foe; but was baffled in 
his vengeance, for he pierced only the float- 
ing piece of cloth ; the matador very adroitly 
turning aside, and plunging his sword into 
his flank as he passed. The wound however 
was not mortal, and the combat was renewed. 
The bul), somewhat intimidated, did not again 
charge his adversary ; but preferred awaiting 
his approach ;—after some appropriate evo- 
lutions, Oandido at last boldly advanced 
towards him, and with a successful thrust 
pierced him to the heart. Nothing had been 
wanting to complete the success of Oandido 
but the solitary triumph of retaining his 
sword in his hand after the death-blow was 
inflicted, this being considered the ne plus 
ultra of the art. The bull had no sooner 
fallen to the groupd than a set of most beau- 
tiful mules, splendidly caparisoned, and orna- 
mented with a profusion of ribbons and small 
flags, were brought into the circus to convey 
from it the lifeless carcass. This operation 
was performed amid the stormy sounds of 
martial music, and the shouts of the multi- 
tude; the tremendous animal was 
from the field, leaving in its progress a long 
crimson track upon the scattered sand. 

The signal now sounded for a second fight; 
the doors were once more thrown open, and 
a huge bull rushed forward, and without a 
moment’s loss ran furiously at the nearest 
picador. He was, however, soon sobered, 
and smarting with the pain of the first wound 
he received, prudently retreated, in no hurry 
to taste a like favor from the second cavalier. 
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In vain did the pi provoke him by ad- 
vancing into the arena, he invariably declin- 
ed the re-offered combat. The spectators, 
impatient at this delay, grew expressively 
clamorous, some crying shame! shame! and 
others vaca! vaca! (poor cow! poor cow!) 
—but all these energetic remonstrances were 
lost upon the pacific animal. 

With much difficulty, and after a pretty 
long interval, the three wounds of the pica 
(according to rule) were at length inflicted ; 
andthe chulos came forward to perform their 
part. It was here that the same difficulty 
arose, for alas! it could not be expected that 
the poor bull, who had shown no relish what- 
ever for the pica, should evince any taste for 
the banderitias. ” Consequently a great con- 
fusion arose, and a simultaneous call for ban- 
derillas de fuego, was heard on every side. 
This it was expected would prove a stimu- 
lus to the too tranquil temperament of the 
animal. 

Accordingly the fars was planted upon his 
neck ; but scarcely had the fireworks began 
to crack and whiz around his head, than stun- 
ned no doubt by the noise as well as the pain, 
he actually turned and fled. The chulos ran 
after him, and thus continued nolens volens 
to thrust their spears into his unresisting car- 
cass, until it was thought expedient to desist 
in order to give him the coup de grace. Le- 
oncito the second espada then came for- 
ward, and was hailed with joyful acclama- 
tions by his partisans, especially the manolas, 
for he was a young, light-made, dapper man. 
It proved however an exceedingly difficult 
task to kill the bull according to the rules of 
art, owing to the animal’s unequivocal disin- 
clination for the combat. Leoncito was a 
brave, daring man; but hardly so well skilled 
as Candido. He rushed boldly against the 
bull, and strove to inflict upon him a mortal 
wound. He missed, however, his aim at the 
right place, and the animal began to pour 
forth its blood in a stream. This is consider- 
ed an enormous fault in the art—and it met 
with a becoming storm of groans and hisses. 
The bull, agonized by his wounds, ran wildly 
about. ncito gave him another blow— 
when he sat down, and quietly looked around 
him, as the wounds wer not immediately 
mortal. This reposing attitude gave immense 
annoyance both to the combatants and the 
spectators. Of course it was out of all ques- 
tion to inflict on so —_ and resigned an 
enemy another estocada—and yet the public 
could not afford to wait the bull’s leisure to 
die, as it was necessary to continue the sport. 
To expedite, therefore, the animal’s last mo- 
ments, and the progress of public business, 
the eachetero, a butcher, came forward and 
aden his function of inflicting the death- 

low on occasions when, owing to the per- 
versity of the bull or the clumsiness of the 
matador, his final assistance becomes requi- 
site. Grasping firmly a short sharp dagger, 
he by a steady and well directed blow put a 





period to the agonies of the animal—applauses 
and abuse were then reruay bestowed upon 
Leoncito ; after which the fight was suffered 
to proceed, and the third bull sprang into the 
arena. We will not, however) follow the 

ils and chances of this encounter. It may 

sufficient to mention, that the sport went 
on much updn the same. principle as before, 
The usual number of horses were killed, good 
spanking falls were endured by the combat- 
ants, and the same tumult and confusion pre- 
vailed throughout the circus. The combat 
had now lasted three hours, and the shadows 
of evening were gradually descending over 
the scene. Yet the spectators appeared by 
no means satisfied ; some even grew clamor- 
ous, and required that a fourth bull should 
be brought forward. Amongst these unrea- 
sonable requisitionists, the aficionado particn- 
larly distinguished himself. He was (unhap- 
pily for his neighbors) blessed with most sten- 
torian lungs, of which he made a liberal use, 
upon the most trifling occasion,—no other 
bull, however, was produced, and accordingly 
the spectators began slowly and discontent- 
edly to disperse. 

the fight being ended, the picadores and 
the rest of the troop withdrew to the little 
chapel, to return thanks for their escape. 
However, the veracity expected from an his- 
torian compels me to say, that their evening 
prayers were by no means of the same length 
as those which had preceded the encounter 
of the morning. At the entrance of the chapel 
we perceived many a dark-complexioned ma- 
nola—inany a terrible-looking, fierce-whisker- 
ed, cigar-smoking majo—awaiting the egress 
of their friends; who, as soon as their devo- 
tions were concluded, stalked out with a mar- 
tial and haughty air to receive the congratu- 
lations of their comrades. Meantime, the 
vast concourse of people so lately assembled 
together, had gradually dispersed through the 
various avenues of the Prado, affording the 
beholder a most striking and enlivening pic- 
ture. The Prado itself, that beauiful prom- 
enade, which has attracted the attention of 
all who have visited Spain, now presented 8 
most brilliant spectacle: it was crowded with 
carriages, as well as with pedestrians, all 
pressing to enjoy the coolness of the evening 
in that delightful spot. Having strolled a few 
times up and down this fashionable promen- 
ade, we retired to the Neverria de Solos, con- 
tiguous to the Prado, to take our refresco. 
To this place, as to many others of the like 
nature, the more elegant class of society re- 
tire early in the evening to eat ices, and drink 
lemonade and other refreshing beverages. 
From hence each person retires to his own 
tertulia for the evening, and thus ends a day 
wholly consécrated to pleasure. 

Bull fights are now daily decreasing, both 
in number and splendor of appearance, from 
what they were in former times. Either the 
Spaniards are losing their relish for such 
spectacles, or the scarcity of good picadores 
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‘and espades detracts from the interest which 
‘attaches to them. Not long since, the mata- 
dores were favorites with the public, and were 

; with considerable interest even by 
their superiors. Many singular and gallant 
adventures are related of them and ladies of 
rank. It was a common custom, no great 
while ago, to throw purses of gold to the 
combatants, ony the achievement of some 
skilful feat. But unhappily the secret of long 
purses is lost, and there is but little chance 
of a stranger seeing any morey thrown away 
in Spain at the present time. 

The most renowned of the Matadores were 
Romero and Pepe-Hillo, the author of a trea- 
tise entitled Tauromachia. The first retired 
from the arena full of honors and considera- 
ble wealth. But being desirous of obtaining 
for his son a canonship, he was commanded, 
in order to obtain that favor from the queen, 
Maria Louisa, to re-appear in the arena, on 
aome grand festival. 

Romero joyfully obeyed; but his age and 
feebleness were inadequate to cope with the 
fearful bull, and he would certainly have 
been killed, had not his friends forcibly with- 
drawn him from the arena. 

The will, however, was taken for the deed, 
and his son was accordingly made a canon. 
With regard to Pepe-Hillo, like a gallant 
general, he met his death in the field of his 
exploits. On a certain occasion, contrary to 
the opinion of his friends, who knew him to 
be suffering from a wound in the hand, he 
appeared in the arena. Unhappily he had to 
encounter a tremendous animal. The bull 
hurled him on high twice; and when the unfor- 
tunate man fell on the ground he was fright- 
fully gored, and shortly afterwards expired, 
amidst the most excruciating torments. 





THE LADY AND THE FLOWER. 
BY G. P. BR. JAMES, ESQ. 
yg oy be of British arms and deeds, 
Who sing in noble strain, 
Of Poictiers’ field, and Agincourt, 
And Oressy’s bloody plain. 
High tales of merry England, 
ull often have n told, 
For never wanted bard to sing 
The actions of the bold. , 
But now I tune another string, 
To try my minstrel power, 
My story's of a gallant knight, 
A lady, and a flower. 
The noble sun that shines on all, 
The little or the great, 
As bright on cottage doorway small, 
As on the castle gate, 
Came pouring over fair Guienne 
From the far eastern sea; 
And — on the broad Garonne, 
And slept on Blancford lea, 
The morn was up, the morn was bright, 
In southern summer's rays, 
And Nature caroll'd in the light, 
And sung her Maker's praise. 
Fair Blancford, thou art always fair, 
With many a shady dell, 
And bland - ariet: 
Of fores.. and of fell. 
But Blancford on that morn was gay, 
With many a pennon bright, 


in the 





And glittering arms and I 
Shone morning Rent . 


With tournament and revelry, 

And vin fair Mary from her sie, 
nd win m her 
The Lord of Blancford’s tewers. 

But why fair Mary's brow was sad 
None in the castle knew, 

Nor why she watched one len bed, 
Where none but wild pinks grew. 


— pes seven nights before 

page away, 

To where Lord Glitord with his power, 
On Touraine’s frontier lay. 

To Blancford no Lord Clifford came, 
And many a tale was told, 

For well twas known that he had sought, 
Fair Mary's love of old. 


And some there said Lord Clifford's love 
Had cooled at Mary's pride, 
And some there said that other vows 
His heart inconstant tied. 
Foul slander, ready still to soil, 
All that is bright and fair, 
With more than Time's destructiveness, 
Who never learned to spare. 
The morn was bright, but posts had coma, 
Bringing no tidings fair, 
For knit was Edward's royal brow, 
And full of thoughtful care. 
The lists were set, the sun 
Shone equal on the plain, 
And many a knight there manfully 
Strove fresh applause to gain. 
Sir Henry Talbot, and Sir Guy 
Of Brackenbury, he 
Who slew the giant [ron-arm, 
On Cressy’s famous lea, 
Were ted best, and claimed the Prince 
To give the sign that they 
Might run the tilt, and one receive 
The honors of the day. 
“Speed, knights, perhaps those arms that shine 
In peace,” prince Edward said, 
“Before a se‘nnight pass, may well, 
In Gallic blood be died. 
“For here we learn that hostile bands, 
Have gathered in Touraine, 
And Clifford, with his little troop, 
Are prisoners or slain. 
“For with five hundred spears, how bold 
Soe'er his courage show, 
He never could withstand the shock, 
Of such a host of foe.” 
Fair Mary spoke not, but the blood 
Filed truant from her cheek, 
And left it pale, as when day leaves 
Some mountain's snowy peak. 
But then there came the cry of horse, 
The east lea pricking o'er, 
And to the lists a weary page 
A tattered pennon bore, 
Fast came a knight with blood-stained arma, 
And dusty panoply, 
And beaver down, and armed lance, 
In chivalric array. 
No crest, no arms, no gay device, 
Upon his shield he wore, 
But a small knot beside his plume, 
Of plain wild pinks he bore. 
For love, for love and chivalry, 
Lord Clifford rides the plain, 
And foul he lies who dares to say, 
His honor e’er knew stain. 
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thy chivalry. 
“Sir Guy, Sir Henry, 
Be well it their arms, 
it 


; 


And now, though years have passed away, 
And all that years have seen, 
And Clifford's hooks and Mary's charms, 
Are as they ne'er had been, 
Bome wind, as if in memory, 
Has borne the seeds on high, 
To deck the ruin’s crumbling wall, 
And catch the passing eye. 
It a a tale to coc! yeh po 
‘or ben stren, power, 
Are but the idols of a day, ‘ 
More short-lived than a flower. 
~*~ on, joy on, then, while ye may, 
or waste the moments dear; 
Nor give yourself a cause to sigh, 
Nor teach to shed a tear. 





From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 

AN OLD MAID’S FIRST LOVE. 
WENT once to the south of France for 
my health; and being recommended to 

choose the neighborhood of Avignon, took 
my place, I scarcely know why, in the dili- 
gence all the way from Paris. By this pro- 
ceeding I missed the steam-voyage down the 
Rhone, but fell in with some very pleasant 
people, about whom I am going to speak. I 
travelled in the intérieur, and from Lyon 
had no one for companion but a fussy little 
lady, of a certain age, who had a large bas- 
ket, a parrot in a cage, a little lapdog, a band- 
box, a huge blue umbrella, which she could 
never succeed in stowing any where, and a 
moth-eaten muff. In my valetudinarian state 
I was not pleased with this inroad—especial- 
ly as the little lady had a thin, pinched-up 





knees, 
little ol 
emmy AiO for her dog as she had 
one for herself, and went on arranging her 
furniture—an operation not completed before 
we got to St. Saphorin. 

For some hours a perfect silence was pre- 
served, although ny companion several times 
gave a short dry cough, as if about to make 
an observation. At length, the digestion of 
a hurried dinner being probably completed, 
I felt all of a sudden quite bland and sociable, 
and woos to be op ashamed of myself. 
“Decidedly,” thought I, “I must give this 
os woman the benefit of my conversation,” 

I spoke, very likely with that self-satisfied 
air assumed sometimes by men accustomed 
to be well received. To my great vexation 
the old maid had by this time taken c‘fan 
and answered in a very stiff and rese:v 
manrer. Now the whole absurdity of my 
conduct was evident to me, and I determined 
to make amends. Being naturally of a diplo- 
matic turn, I kept quiet for awhiie, and then 
began to make advances to Fanfreluche. The 
earl animal bore no malice, and I won his 

eart by stroking his long ears. Then J gave 
& piece of sugar to the parrot; and having 
thus effected a practicable breach, took the 
citadel by storm by pointing out a more com- 
modious way of arranging the great blue um- 
brella. 

We were capital friends thenceforward ; 
and I soon knew the history of Mile. Natha- 
lie Bernard by heart. A mightily uninter- 
esting history it was to all but herself; so I 
shall not repeat it: suffice to say, that she 
had lived long on her little income, as she 
called it, at Lyon, and was now on her way 
to Avignon, where a very important object 
called her. This was no other than *to save 
her niece Marie from a distasteful marriage, 
which her —— very good people, but 
dazzled by the wealth of the unamiable suit- 
or, wished to bring about. 

“ And have you,” said I, “any reasonable 
hope of su ing in your mission ?” 

** Parbleu /” replied the old maid, “I have 
composed a little speech on_ ill-assorted 
unions, which I am sure will melt the hearts 
of my sister and my brother-in-law; and if 
that does not succeed—why, I will make love 
to the futur myself, and whisper in his ear that 
a comfortable little income available at once, 
and a willing old maid, are better than 4 
cross-grained damsel with expectations only. 
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-You'see I am resolved to make any sacrifice 
to effect my object.” 
1 at the old maid’s disinterested- 
ness, which was perhaps greater than at first 
_At least she assured me that she 
refused several respectable offers, simply 
because she liked the independence of a sin- 
gle life; and that if she had remained single 
to that age, it was a sign that marriage had 


nothing attractive for her in itself. We dis- 
eussed the point learnedly as the diligence 
rolled; and what with the original turn of 


companiun’s mind, the sportive disposi- 
dad ‘anfreluche, and the occasional dis- 
jointed soliloquies of Coco, the parrot, our 
time oo very pleasantly. When night 
eame Mile. Nathalie ensconced herself in the 
eorner behind her parcels and animals, and 
endeavored - sleep ; ae jolting of the 
dilige and her own lively imagination, 
aekonet her every five minutes; and I had 
ach time to give her a solemn assurance, on 
my word of honor as a gentleman, that there 
was no particular danger of our being upset 
into the Rhone. 

We were ascending a steep hill next day ; 
both had got out to walk. I have omitied 
to note that it was autumn. Trees and fields 
were touched by the golden fingers of the 
season. The prospect was wide, but I forget 
the precise locality. On the opposite side of 
‘the Rhone, which rolled its rapid current in 
a deepening valley to our right, rose a range 
of hills, covered with fields that sloped won- 
derfally, and sometimes gave place to preci- 
pices or wood-lined declivities. Here and 
there the ruins of some old castle—reminis- 
ences of feudal times—rose amid lofty c 
and traced their j outline against the 
deep blue sky of Sroruen: Nathalie became 
almost sentimental as she gazed around on 
this beautiful scene. 

We had climbed about half of the hill : the 
diligence was a little way behind: the five 
horses were stamping and striking fire from 
the pavement as they struggled up with the 

lerous vehicle: the other passengers had 
fing red in the rear with the conductor, who 
hed pointed out a little auberge among some 
trees. We here saw a man preceding us up- 
on the road carrying a little bundle at the 
end of a stick over his shoulder: he seemed 
to advance painfully. Our attention was at- 
tracted—I scarcely knew why. He paused a 
moment—then went on with an uncertain 
step—paused again, staggered forward, and 
fell on his face just as we came up. Mile. 
Nathalie, with a presence of mind that sur- 
rised me, had her smelling-bottle out in an 
nt, and was soon engaged in restoring 

the unfortunate traveller to consciousness. I 
assisted as well as I was able, and trust that 
my good-will may atone fur my awkardness. 
Nathalie did every thing; and, just as the 
diligence reached us, was gazing with delight 
on the languid opening of a pair of as fine 
eyes as I have ever seen, and supporting in 





her lap a head covered with beautiful curls. 
natn «ase cect ary fer lgfpenearnin a 
membered, she upon the young man 
as a thing over which she had pana es right 
of pro “He is going our way,” said 
she: “let us lift him into the diligence.” 

“ A beggarly Parisian ; yo, yo!” quoth the 
postilion as he passed, clacking his long whip. 

“ Who will answer for his fare?” inquired 
the conductor. 

“T will,” replied Nathalie, taking the words 
out of my mouth. 

In a few minutes the young man, who look- 
ed bewildered and could not speak, was safe- 
ly stowed among Nathalie’s other parcels; 
and the crest of the hill being gained, we be- 
gan rolling oD down a steep descent. 
The little old maid, though in a perfect ec- 
stasy of delight—the incident evidently ap- 
peared to her quite an adventure—behaved 
with remarkable prudence. While I was 
puzzling my head to guess by what disease 
this poor young man had been attacked, she 
was getting ready the remedies that appear- 
ed to her the most appropriate, in the shape 
of some excellent cakes and a bottle of good 
wine, which she fished out of her huge bas- 
ket. Her protégé, made tame by hunger, al- 
lowed himself to be treated like a child. First 
she gave him a very small sip of Burgundy, 
then a diminutive fragment of cake; and 
then another sip and another piece of cake— 
insisting on his eating very slowly. Bein 
perfectly useless, I looked quietly on, an 
smiled to see the submissiveness with which 
this fine, handsome fellow allowed himself to 
be fed by the fussy old maid, and how he 
kept his eyes fixed upon her with an expres- 
sion of wondering admiration. 

Before we arrived at Avignon we knew 
the history of the young man. He was an 
artist, who had spent several years studying 
in Paris, without friends, without resou 
except a miserable pittance which his mother, 
& poor peasant woman living in a village not 
far from Aix, had managed to send him. At 
first he had been upheld by hope; and al- 
though he knew that his mother not only de- 
nied herself necessaries, but borrowed money 
to — him, he was consoled by the idea 
that the time would come when, by the ef- 
forts of his genius, he would be able to repay 
every thing with the accumulated interest 
which affection alone would calculate. But 
his expenses necessarily increased, and no re- 
ceipts came to meet them. He was compel- 
led to apply to his mother for further assist- 
ance. The answer was one word—“ impos- 
sible.” Then he endeavored calmly to exam- 
ine his position, came to the conclusion that 
for several years more he must be a burden 
to his mother if he obstinately pursued his 
career, and that she must be utterly ruined 
to insure his success. So he gave up his art, 
sold every thing he had to pay part of his 
debts, and set out on foot to return to his 
village and become a peasant, as his father 
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had been before him. The little money he 
had taken with him was gone by the time he 
reached Lyon. He had passed through that 
city without stopping, and for more than 
two days, almost for two nights, had inces- 
santly pursued his journey, without rest and 
without food, until he had reached the spot 
where, exhausted with fatigue and hunger, 
he had fallen, perhaps to perish had we not 
been there to assist him. 

Nathalie listened with eager attention to 
this narrative, told with a frankness which 
our sympathy excited. Now and then she 
gave a convulsive start, or checked a hyster- 
ical sob, and at last fairly burst into tears. I 
was interested as well as she, but retained 
more calmness to observe how moral beauty 
almost vainly struggled to appear through the 
insignificant features of this admirable wo- 
man. Her little eyes, reddened with weep- 
ing; her pinched-up nose, blooming at the 
point; her thin lips, probably accustomed to 
sarcasm; her cheeks, with a leaded citron 
hue; her hair that forked up in unmanagea- 
ble curls—all combined to obscure the ex- 
quisite expression of respect and sympathy, 

rhaps already of love, sparkling from her 

indled soul, that could just be made out by 
an attentive eye. At length, however, she 
became for a moment perfectly beautiful, as, 
when the young painter had finished his sto- 
ry, with an expression that showed how bit- 
terly he regretted his abandoned art, she took 
both his hands in hers, and exclaimed: “ No, 


mon enfant, you shall not be thus disappoint- 
ed. Your genius”—she already took it for 


granted he had genius—“shall have an op- 
portunity for development. Your mother can- 
not do what is necessary—she has played her 
part. I will be a—second mother to you, in 
return for the little affection you can bestow 
on me without. ingratitude to her to whom 
you owe your life.” 

“ My life has to be paid for twice,” said he, 
kissing her hand. Nathalie could not help 
looking round proudly to me. It was so flat- 
tering to receive the gallant attentions of so 
handsome a young man, that I think she 
tried to forget how she had bought them. 

In the exuberance of her hospitality, the 
little old maid invited both Claude Richer 
and myself to spend some time in the large 
farmhouse of her brother-in-law. I declined, 
with a promise to be a frequent visitor; but 
Olaude, who was rather commanded than 
asked, could do nothing but accept. I left 
them at the diligence office, and saw them 
walk away, the little Nathalie affecting to 
support her feeble companion. For the honor 
of human nature let me add, that the con- 
ductor said nothing about the fare. “It 
would have been indelicate,” he said to me, 
“to remind Mile. Nathalie of her promise in 
the young man’s presence. I know her well; 
and she will pay me at a future time. At 
any rate I must show that there is a heart 
under this waistcoat.” So saying, the con- 





ductor thumped his breast with simple admi- 
ration of his own humanity, and went away 
after recommending me to the Café de Paris 
—indeed and excellent house. 

I shall say nothing of a variety of little in- 
cidents that occurred to me at Avignon, nor 
about my studies on the history of the popes 
who resided there. I must reserve myself 
entirely for the development of Nathalie’s 
romance, which I could not follow step by 
step, but the chief features of which I was 
enabled to catch during a series of visits | 
paid to the farmhouse. Nathalie herself was 
very communicative to me at first, and scarce- 
ly deigned to conceal her sentiments. By de- 
grees, however, as the catastrophe approach- 
ed, she became more and more reserved; and 
I had to learn from others, or to guess the 
part she played. 

The farmhouse was situated on the other 
side of the river, in a small plain, fertile and 
well wooded. Old Cossu, the owner, was a 
fine jolly fellow, but evidently a little sharp 
in money matters. I was surprised at first 
that he received the visit of Clande favora- 
bly ; but when it came ont that a good part 
of his capital belonged to Nathalie, every cir- 
cuinstance of deference to her was explained. 
Mére Oossu was not a very remarkable per- 
sonage; unless it be remarkable that she en- 
tertained the most profound veneration for 
her husband, quoted his commonest sayings 
as witticisms, and was ready to laugh herself 
into convulsions if he sneezed louder than 
usual. Marie was a charming little person; 
perhaps a little too demure in her manners, 
considering her wicked black eyes. She 
was soon very friendly with Claude and ine, 
but seemed to prefer passing her time in 
whispered conversations with Nathalie. I 
was let into the secret that their conversa- 
tion turned principally on the means of get- 
ting rid of the husband-elect—a great lub- 
berly fellow, who lived some leagues off, und 
whose red face shone over the garden-gate, 
in company with a huge nosegay, regularly 
every Sunday morning. In spite of the com- 
plying temper of old Cossu in other respects 
when Nathalie gave her advice, be seemed 
obstinately bent on choosing his own son-in- 
law. Parents are oftener correct than ro- 
mancers will allow, in their negative opinions 
on this delicate subject, but I cannot say as 
much for them when they undertake to be 
affirmative. 

I soon observed that Nathalie was not so 
entirely devoted to the accomplishment of 
the object for which she had undertaken her 
journey as she had promised; and, above all, 
that she spoke no more of the disinterested 
sacrifice of herself as a substitute for Marie. 
I maliciously alluded to this subject in one of 
our private confabulations, and Nathalie, in- 
stead of being offended, frankly answered 
that she could not make big Paul Boneau 
happy and assist Claude in his studies at the 
same time. “I have now,” she said, “an 
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’ pecupation for the rest of my life—namely, 
to develop this genius, of which France will 
one day be proud; and I shall devote myself 
to it unremittingly.” 

“Oome, Nathalie,” replied I, taking her 
arm in mine as we crossed the poplar-mea- 
dow, “have you no hope of a reward ?” 

*T understand,” quoth she frankly; “and 
I will not play at cross-purposes with you. 
If this young man really loves his art, and 
his art alone, as he pretends, could he do 
better than reward me—as you call it—for 
my assistance? The word has a cruel signifi- 
cation, but you did not mean it unkindly.” 

I looked at her wan, sallow countenance, 
that had begun for some days to wear an ex- 
ression of painful anxiety. At that moment 
oo over a hedge—but she could not— 
Claude and Marie walking in a neighboring 
field, and pausing now and then to bend their 
heads very close together in admiration of 
some very common flower. “ Poor old maid,” 
thought I, “‘ you will have no reward save the 
consciousness of your own pure intentions.” 

The minute development of this drama 
without dramatic scenes would perhaps be 
more instructive than any elaborate analysis 
of human passions in general; but it would 
require a volume, and I can only here give a 
mere summary. Nathalie, in whom alone I 
felt particularly interested, soon found that 
she had deceived herself as to the nature of 
her sentiments for Claunde—that instead of 

rding him with almost maternal solici- 


tude, she loved him with an intensity that is 


the peculiar characteristic of passions awak- 
ened late in life, when the common consola- 
tion is inadmissible—“ after all, I may find 
better.” This was her last, her only chance 
of a happiness, which she had declared to 
me she had never dreamed of, but which in 
reality she had only declined because it did 
not present itself to her under all the condi- 
tions required by her refined and sensitive 
mind. Claude, who was an excellent fellow, 
but ineapable of comprehending her or sacri- 
ficing himself, never swerved from grateful 
deference to her; but I could observe, that 
88 the state of her feelings became more ap- 
parent, he took greater care to mark the 
character of his sentiments for her, and to 
insist with some affectation on the depth of 
his filial affection. Nathalie’s eyes were often 
red with tears—a fact which Olaude did not 
choose perhaps to notice, for fear of an expla- 
nation. Marie, on the contrary, became more 
blooming every day, while her eloquent eyes 
were still more assiduously bent upon the 
ground. It was evident to‘me that she and 
= understood one another perfectly 
well. 

At length the same thing became evi- 
dent to Nathalie. How the revelation was 
made to her I do not know; but sudden 
it must have been, for I met her one 
day in the poplar-field, walking hurriedly 
slong with an extraordinary expression of 





despair in her countenance. I know not 
why, but the thought at once occurred to me 
that the Rhone ran rapid and deep not far 
off, and I threw toe across her path. She 
started like a guilty thing, but did not resist 
when I took her hand and led her back slow- 
ly towards the farmhouse. We had nearly 
reached it in silence when she suddenly 
stopped, and bursting into tears turned away 
into a by-lane where was a little bench under 
an elm. Here she sat down and sobbed for 
a long time, while I stood by. At length she 
raised her head and asked me: “ Do morality 
and religion require self-sacrifice even to 
the end—even to making half a life a desert, 
even to heart-breaking, even unto death ?” 

“It scarcely belongs to a selfish mortal to 
counsel such virtue,” I replied; “but it is 
because it is exercised here and there, now 
and then, once in a hundred years, that man 
can claim some affinity with the divine 
nature.” 

A smile of ineffable sweetness played about 
the poor old girl’s lips. She wiped her eyes, 
and began talking of the changing aspect of 
the season, and how the trees day by day 
more rapidly shed their leaves, and how the 
Rhone had swelled within its ample bed, and 
of various ,topics apparently unconnected 
with her frame of mind, but aJl indicating 
that she felt the winter waa coming—a long 
and dreary winter for her. At this moment 
Fanfreluche, which had missed her, came 
down the lane, barking with fierce joy ; and 
she took the poor little beast in her arms, 
and exhaled the last bitter feeling that tor- 
mented her in these words: “ Thou at least 
lovest me—because I have fed thee!” In her 
humility she seemed now to believe that her 
only claim to love was her charity ; and that 
even this claim was not recognized except by 
a dog! 

I was not admitted to the secret of the 
family conclave that took place, but learned 
simply that Nathalie pleaded with feverish 
energy the love that had grown up between 
Marie and Claude as an insuperable bar to 
the proposed marriage between Paul Boneau 
and her niece. Matters were arranged by 
means of large sacrifices on the part of the 
heroic maid. Paul’s face ceased to beam over 
the garden-gate on a Sunday morning; and 
by degrees the news got abroad that Marie 
was betrothed to the young artist. One day 
a decent old woman in sabots came to the 
farmhouse: it was Claude’s mother, who had 
walked from Aix to see him. It was arranged 
that Claude should pursue his studies a year 
longer, and then marry. Whether any ex- 
planation took place I do not know; but I 
observed that the young man sometimes 
looked with the same expression of wonder- 
ing admiration I had observed in the dili- 
gence at the little Nathalie—more citron- 
hued than ever. Atlength she unhooked the 
cage of Coco, the parrot, took Fanfreluche 
under one arm and her blue umbrella under 
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the other, and went away in company with 
the whole family, myself included, every one 
pentane ne itn gg ya 
office. What a that was! Every one 
was in tears except Nathalie. She eae 
manfully, if I may use the word; laughed, 
and actually joked but just as I handed 
Coco in, her factitions courage yielded, and 
she burst into an agony of . With offi- 
cious zeal I kept at the window until the dil- 
igence gave a lurch and ; and then 
turning round I looked at Olaude and Marie, 
who were already mingling their eyes in self- 
ish forgetfulness of their benefactress, and 
said solemnly: ‘‘ There goes the best woman 
ever mere J for this unworthy earth.” The 
artist, who, for an ordinary man, did not lack 
sentiment, took my hand and said: “ Sir, I 
will quarrel with any man who says less of 
that angel than you have done.” 

The marriage was brought about in less 
time than had been agreed upon. Nathalie 
of course did not come; but she sent some 
presents and a pleasant letter of congratula- 
tion, in which she called herself ‘an invete- 
rate old maid.” About a year afterwards I 
passed th Lyon and saw her. She was 
still very yellow, and more than ever atten- 
tive to Fanfreluche and Coco. I even thought 
she devoted herself too much to the service of 
these two troublesome pets, to say nothing of a 
huge cat which she had added to her mena- 
gerie, as a kind of hieroglyphic of her condi- 
tion. ‘ How the married couple ?” cried 
she, tossing up her cork-screw curls. “ Still 
cooing and billing ?” 

“ Matlemoiselle” said I, “they are getting 


on pretty well. Olaude, finding the historic 


pencil not lucrative, has taken to portrait- 
painting ; and being no longer an enthusiastic 
artist, talks even of adopting the more expe- 
ditious method of the Daguerreotype. In the 
meantime, half the tradesmen of Avignon, to 
say nothing of Aix, have ken carica- 
tures of themselves by his hand. Marie 
makes a tolerable wife, but has a terrible will 
of her own, and is feared as well as loved.” 
Nathalie tried to langh ; but the memory of 
her old illusions coming over her, she leaned 
down towards the cat she was nursing, and 
sparkling tears fell upon its glossy fur. 


She was born at Brussels, the 15th of A 
1710, of a noble family, that had supplied 
several cardinals to the sacred college, and is 
of considerable distinction in Spanish history, 
both ecclesiastical and national. Her name 
was Marianne. Her mother had danced, but 
with the ladies of the court, for her own 
leasure, and not for that of others. Her 
er, Ferdinand de Oupis.de Camargo, was 
a frank Spanish noble, that is to say he was 
poor; he lived at Brussels, upon the crumbs 
of the table of the Prince de Ligne, without 
counting the debts he made. His family, 
which was quite numerous, was brought up 
by the grace of God; the father frequented 
the tavern, trusting to the truth that there is 
a God that rules over children! 

Marianne was so pretty that the Princess 
de Ligne used to call her her fairy daughter. 
Light as a bird, she used to spring into the 
elms, and jump from branch to branch. No 
fawn in its morning gayety had more ca- 
pricious and easy movements; no deer 
wounded by the huntsman ever sprang with 
more force and grace. When she was ten 
years old, the Princess de Ligne thought that 
this pretty wonder belonged of right to Paris, 
the city of wonders, Paris, where the opera 
was then displaying its thousand and thou- 
sand enchantments. It was decided that 
Mademoiselle de Camargo should be a dan- 
cing-girl at the opera. Her father objected 
strenuously: “Dancing-girl! the daughter 
of a gentleman, a grandee of Spain !”— 
“* Goddess of dance, pil sy please,” said the 
Princess of Ligne, in order to quiet him. He 
resigned himself to taking a journey to 
Paris in the prince’s carriage. He arrived in 
the — of a lord at the house of Mademoi- 
selle Prévost, whom the poets of the day 
celebrated under the name of Terpsichore. 
She consented to give lessons to Marianne de 
Camargo. Three months after his departure, 
M. de la returned to Brussels, with the 
air of a conqueror. Mademoiselle de Pri vost 
had predicted that his daughter would be his 
glory and his fortune. 

After having danced at a féte given by the 
Prince de Ligne, Marianne de Camargo made 
her first appearance at the Brussels theatre, 
where she reigned for three years: as first 





From advance sheets of a capital book entitled ‘‘Men and 
Women of the XIXth Century, by Argene Houssaye,” 
in press by Redfield 
MADEMOISELLE DE CAMARGO. 
ADEMOISELLE DE CAMARGO almost 
came into the world dancing. It is re- 
lated that Gritry, when he was scarcely four 
ears of age, had an idea of musical tunes. 
Mademoiselle de Camargo danced at a much 
earlier She was still in arms when the 
combi airs of a violin and a hautboy 
caught herear. She jumped about full of life, 
and daring the whole time that the music was 
playing, she danced, there is no other word 

‘or it, keeping time with great delight. It 
ted that she was of Spanish origi 


must be origin. 





Her true theatre was not there; 
in spite of her triumph at Brussels, her ima- 
gination always carried her to Paris; not- 
withstanding when she quitted Brussels she 
went to Rouen. Finally, after along residence 
in that city, she was permitted to make her 
first appearance at the opera. It was on the 
5th of May, 1726, for the famous day of her 
debit has not been forgotten, that she ap- 
peared with all the brilliancy of sixteen upon 
the first stage in the world. Mademoiselle 
Pri vost. already jealous, from a presentiment 
perhaps, had advised her to make her first 
appearance in the Characters of the Dance, 
a step almost impossible, which the most 
celebrated dancers hardly had dared to at- 
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at the height even of their reputation. 
Walemotselle de , who danced like a 
y, all her predecessors ; her tri- 
was 60 brilliant that on the next day 
took their name after her: 
dresses @ la Camargo, 

All the ladies of the 

tated her grace; there were not a 
have liked to have copied her 


told all yet: Mademoiselle de 

made by love and for love. 

utiful and pretty at the same 

could be nothing so sweet and 

passioned as her dark eyes, nothing so en- 
chanting as her sweet smile! Lancret, Pater, 


a group of demons, Demoulins, called the 
devil, did not make his appearance to dance 
his solo, when the musicians had struck up, 
expecting his entrance. A sudden inspiration 
seizes Mademoiselle de Camargo; she leaves 
the other jigurantes, she springs forward to 
the middle of the stage, and improvises De- 
moulins’s pas de seul, but with more effect 
and capricious variety. Applanse re-echoed 
throughout the theatre. Mademoiselle de 
Prévost swore that she would ruin her youth- 
fal rival; but it was too late. Terpsichore 
was dethroned. Mademoiselle de Oamargo 
was crowned on that day queen of the opera, 
absolute queen, whose power was unlimited ! 
She was the first who dared to make the dis- 
+ that her petticoats were too long. 
Here I will let Grimm have his say: “ This 
weful invention, which puts the amateur in 
the way of forming an intelligent judgment 
of the legs of a dancing-girl, was thought at 
that time to be the cause of a dangerous 
schism. ne gee of the pit ree 
heresy, scandal; an were opposed to the 
shortened petticoats. The Molinists, on the 
contrary, held that this innovation ‘was in 
r with the spirit of the primitive 
charch, which was opposed to the sight of 
pirouettes and pigeon-wings, embarrassed by 
the length of a petticoat. The Sorbonne of 
the opera had for a long time great trouble 
in establishing the Waildnnse doctrine on 
this point of discipline, which so much divided 
yt — 
onsieur inand de Oamargo grew old 
with a severe anxiety about the virtue and 





the salary of his daughter: he only preserved 
the salary. Intoxicated with her triumph, 
Mademoiselle de listened too wil- 
lingly to all the lords of the court that fre- 
uented the company of the actresses behind 
the scenes ; it would have been necessary for 
the king to Lone an historiographer, in 
order to record all the passions of this dan- 
seuse. There was a time when all the world 
bond in love with her. Every = = by 
argo; every one sang of Oamargo; 
every one dreamed about Camargo. The 
madrigals of Voltaire and of the gallant 
poets of that gallant era are not forgotten. 
However, the glory of Mademoiselle de 
Camargo was extinguished by degrees. Like 
fashion that had patronized her, she passed 
away by degrees, never to return. When 
she insisted upon retiring, although she was 
only forty years. of age, no one thought of 
steer her: she was hardly regretted. 
here was no inquiry made as to whither 
she had gone; she was only spoken of at 
rare intervals, and then she was only alluded 
to as a memory of the past. She had be- 


.| come something of a devotee, and very cha- 


ritable. She knew by name all the poor in 
her neighborhood. She occasionally was 
visited by some of the notabilities of a past 
day, forgotten like herself. 

n the Amusements of the Heart and Mind, 
a collection designed, as is well known, to 
form the mind and the heart, Mademoiselle 
de Camargo is charged with having had a 
thousand and more lovers! Without giving 
the lie to this accusation, can I not prove it 
false by relating, in all its simplicity, a fact 
which proves a profound passion on her part? 
A pretty woman may dance at the opera, 
smile upon numberless admirers, live care- 
lessly from day to day, in the noisy excite- 
ment of the world; still, there will be some 
blessed hours, when the heart, though often 
laid waste, will flourish again all of a sudden. 
Love is like the sky, which looks blue, even 
when reflected in the stream formed by the 
storm. It is thus that love is occasionally 
found pure in a troubled heart. But, more- 
over, this serious passion of Mademoiselle de 
Camargo was experienced by her in all the 
freshness of her youth. 

One morning, Grimm, Pont-de-Veyle, Du- 
clos, Helvetius, presented themselves in a gay 
mood, at the hamble residence of the cele- 
brated dancer. She was then living in an 
old house in the Rue Saint-Thomas-du- 
Louvre. An aged serving-woman opened 
the door.—* We wish to see Mademoiselle de 
Camargo,” said Helvetius, who had great dif- 
ficulty in keeping his countenance. The old 
woman led them into a parlor that was fur- 
nished with peculiar and grotesque-looking 
furniture. The wainscoting was covered with 
pastels representing Mademoiselle de Camar- 
go in all her grace, and in her different cha- 
racters. But the parlor was not adorned oy 
her portraits only; there was a Christ 





THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE. 





the Mount of Olives, a Magdalen at the Tomb, 
a Veiled Virgin, a Venus, the Three Graces, 
some Cupids, half concealed beneath some 
rosaries and sacred relies, and Madonnas, 
covered with trophies from the opera! 

The goddess of the place did not kee 
them a long time waiting; a door opened, 
half-a-dozen dogs of every variety of breed 
eprang into the parlor; it must be said, to 
the praise of Mademoiselle de Camargo, that 
these were not lap-dogs. She appeared be- 
hind them, carrying in her arms (looking like 
a fur muff) an Angora cat of fine growth. 
As she had not followed the fashion for ten 
years or more, she appeared to have come 
from the other world.— You see, gentle- 
men,” pointing to her dogs, “all the court I 
have at present, but in truth those courtiers 
there are well worth all others. Here, Mar- 
quis! down, Duke! lie down, Chevalier! Do 
not be offended, gentlemen, that I receive 
in such company; but how was I to 

now?....”—Grimm first spoke.—“ You 
will excuse, mademoiselle, this unannounced 
visit when you know the important object of 
it.”—“I am ascurious as if 1 were only twenty 
years old,” said Mademoiselle de Camargo; 
“but, alas! when I was twenty, it was the 
heart that was curious; but now, in the 
winter of life, I am no longer troubled on 
that score.”—* The heart never grows old,” 
said Helvetius, bowing.—“ That is a heresy, 
sir: those only dare to advance such maxims 
who have never been in love. It is love that 
never grows old, for it dies in childhood. 
But the heart—”—“ You see, madame, that 
your heart is still young ; what you have just 
said proves that you are still full of fire and 
inspiration.”—“ Yes, yes,” said Mademoiselle 
de Oamargo, “you are perhaps right; but 
when the hair is gray and the wrinkles are 
deep, the heart is a lost treasure ; a coin that 
is no longer current.” —While saying this, she 
lifted up Marquis by his two paws, and kissed 
him on the head: rquis was a fine setter- 
dog, with a beautiful spotted skin.—“ They, 
at least, will love me to the last. But it 
seems to me we are talking nonsense; have 
we nothing better to talk about? Come, 
gentlemen, I am all attention !” 

The visitors looked at each other with 
some embarrassment; they seemed to be ask- 
ing of each other who was to speak first. 
Pont-de-Veyle collected his thoughts, and 
spoke as follows: ‘‘ Mademoiselle, we have 
been breakfasting together; we had a gay 
time of it, like men of spirit. Instead of 
bringing before us, as the Egyptians in olden 
times, mummies, in order to remind us that 
time is the most precious of all things, we 
called up all those gay phantoms which en- 
chanted our youth: need I say that you were 
not the least charming of them? who did 
not love you? who did not desire to live 
with you one hour, even at the expense of a 
wound? 3 ne never costs too much—” 
Mademoiselle Camargo interrupted the speak- 





er: “O gentlemen, do not, I beg, blind me 
with the memory of the past; do not awaken 
a buried passion! Let me die in peace! See, 
the tears are in my eyes !”—The visitors, af- 
fected, looked with a certain degree of emo- 
tion at the poor old lady who had loved go 
much. ‘It is strange,” said Helvetius to his 
neighbor, “‘ we came here to laugh, but we 
are travelling quite another road ; however, 
I must say, nothing could be more ludicrous 
than such a caricature, if it were not of a 
woman.” “ Proceed, sir,” said Mademoiselle 
de Camargo to Pont-de-Veyle. “To tell you 
the truth, madame, the worst fellow in the 
company, or rather he who had drank the 
most, declared that he was, of all your lovers, 
the one you most loved. ‘The mere talk of a 
man who has had too much wine,’ said one 
of us. But our impertinent emptied his glass, 
and backed his statement. e discussion 
became very lively. We talked, we drank. 
and we talked. When the last bottle was 
empty, and the dispute was likely to end ina 
duel, and we talked without knowing, proba- 
bly, what we said, the most sober of the com- 
pany proposed to go and ask you yourself 
which of your lovers you loved the most. Is 
it the Count de Melun? is it the Duke de 
Richelieu? is it the Marquis de Croismare? 
the Baron de Viomesnil? the Viscount de 
Jumilhac? is it Monsieur de Beaumont, or 
Monsieur d’Aubigny? is it a poet? is it a 
soldier? is it an abbé?” ‘“ Pshaw! pshaw!” 
said Mademoiselle de Camargo, smiling; “you 
had better refer to the Court Calendar!” 
‘“* What we want to know is not the names of 
those who have loved you, but, I repeat, the 
name ‘of him whom you loved the most.” 
** You are fools,” said Mademoiselle de Camar- 
go, with an air of sadness, and a voice that 
showed emotion; “I will not answer you. 
Let us leave our extinct passions in their 
tombs, in peace. Why unbury all those 
charming follies which have had their day ?” 
“ Come,” says Grimm to Duclos, “ do not let 
us grow sentimental; that would be too ab- 
surd. Mademoiselle de Camargo,” said he, 
playing with the dogs at the same time, 
“which was the epoch of short petticoats? 
for that is one of the points of our philosoph- 
ical dispute.” f 

The aged danseuse did not answer. Taking 
Pont-de-Veyle by the hand, all of a sudden, 
she said in rising: “‘ Monsieur, follow me.” 
He obeyed with some surprise. She conduct- 
ed him to her bedchamber; it was like & 
basket of odds and ends; it looked like a 
linendraper’s shop in confusion; it was 
disorder; it was quite evident that the dogs 
were at home there. Mademoiselle de Oa- 
margo went to 4 little rosewood chest of 
drawers, covered with specimens of Saxony 
porcelain, more or less chipped and broken. 
She opened a little ebony box, exposing its 
contents to the eyes of Pont-de-Veyle. “Do 
you see?” said she, with a sigh. Pont-de- 
Veyle saw a torn letter, the dry bouquet of 
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half a century, the kind of flowers of which 


it was composed could hardly be recognized. 
“Well?” asked Pont-de-Veyle. “ Well, do 

understand?” ‘Not at all.” “ Look at 
that portrait.” She pointed with her finger 
to a wretched portrait in oils, covered with 
dust and spider’s web. “I begin to under- 
stand.” ‘ Yes,” said she, “that is his por- 
trait. As for myself, I never look at it. The 
one here,” striking her breast, ‘is more like. 
A portrait is a good thing for those who have 
no time for memory.” 

Pont-de-Veyle looked in turn with much 
interest at the letter, the faded bouquet, and 
the wretched portrait. ‘ Have you ever met 
this person ?” “Never.” “ Let us return, 
then.” ‘No; I beg let me hear the story.” 
“Ts it not enough to have seen his portrait? 
You can now settle your dispute with a word, 
since you know whether he whom I loved 
the most resembles your friend who had 
taken so much wine.” ‘“ He does not resem- 
ble him the least in the world.” ‘ Well, that 
isall: I forgive your visit. Farewell! When 
you breakfast with your friends, you can take 
up my defence somewhat. You can tell those 
libertines without pity, that I have saved 
myself by my heart, if we can be saved that 
way.... Yes, yes; it is my plank of safety, 
in the wreck !’ 

Saying these words, Mademoiselle de Ca- 
margo approached the door of the saloon. 
Pont-de-Veyle followed her, carrying the 
ebony-box. ‘* Gentlemen,” said he, to his 
merry friends, ‘our drunken toper was a 
coxcomb; I have seen the portrait of the best 
beloved of the goddess of this mansion ; now, 
you must juin your prayers to mine, to pre- 
vail upon Mademoiselle de Camargo to relate 
to us the romance of her heart; I only know 
the preface, which is melancholy and inter- 
esting; I have seen a letter, a bouquet, and a 
portrait.” “I will not tell you a word,” 
muttered she; “women are charged with 
not being able to keep a secret; there is, 
however, more than one that they never tell. 
A love-secret is a rose which embalms our 
hearts; if it is told, the rose loses its perfume. 
I who address you,” said Mademoiselle de Ca- 
margo, in brightening up, “I have only kept 
my love in all its freshness by keeping it all 
to myself. There were only La Carton and 
that old rogue Fontenelle who ever got hold 
of my secret. Fontenelle was in the habit of 
dining frequently with me; one day, finding 
me in tears, he was so surprised, he who 
never wept himself, from philosophy, doubt- 
less, that. he tormented me for more than an 
hour for a solution of the enigma. He was al- 
most like a woman; he drew from me, by 
his cat-like worrying, the history of my love. 
Would you believe it?.. I hoped to touch his 
heart, but it was like speaking to the deaf: 
After having listened to the end without say- 

a word, he muttered with his little weak 
Voice, ‘ Jt is pretty!’ La Carton, however, 
Wept with me. It is worth being a poet and 





a philosopher in order not to understand such 
histories. 

Mademoiselle de Oamargo was silent; a 
deep silence followed, and every look was 
upon her. ‘“ Speak, speak! we are all atten- 
tion,” said Helvetius, “we are more worthy 
of hearing your story than the old philoso- 
pher, who loved no one but himself.” “ Af- 
ter all,” she replied, carried away by the de- 
light of her remembrance, “it will be spend- 
ing a happy hour; I speak of myself, and as 
for happy or unhappy hours, not many more 
are to pass during my life, for I feel that I 
am passing away. But I do not know how 
to begin ; a fire flashes before my eyes; I can- 
not see, 1 am so overcome. To begin: I was 
twenty .... But I shall never have the cour- 
age to read my history aloud before so many 
people.” “Fancy, Mademoiselle de Camargo, 
said Helvetius, “that you are reading a ro- 
mance.” ‘ Well, then,” said she, “I will be- 
gin without ceremony.” 

“TI was twenty years old. You are all 
aware, for the adventure caused a great deal 
of scandal, you all know how the Count de 
Melun carried me off one morning along with 
my sister Sophy. This little mad-cap, who 
had a great deal of imagination, having dis- 
covered me reading a letter of the count’s, in 
which he spoke of his design, she #vore upon 
her thirteen years that he must. carry her 
off too. I was far from conceding any such 
claim. It was always taken for granted that 
children know nothing; but at the opera, 
and in love, there are no children. The 
Count de Melun, by means of a bribe, had 
gained over the chambermaid. I was very 
culpable; I knew all, and had not informed 
my father. But my father wearied me some- 
what; he preached in the desert; that is to 
say he preached to me about virtue. He was 
always talking to me abont our noble descent, 
of our cousin, who was a cardinal, of our un- 
cle, who was a grand inquisitor of the Inqui- 
sition. Vanity of vanities! all was vanity 
with him, while with me all was love. I did 
not trouble myself about being of an illustri- 
ous family ; I was handsome, I was worship- 
ped, and, what was still better, I was young. 

“In the middle of the night I heard my 
door open; it was the Count de Melun. [I 
was not asleep, I was expecting him. It is 
not every woman who would like it that is 
run away with. I was going to be run away 
with. 

“Love is not only charming in itself, it is 
so also from its romance. A passion with- 
out adventure is like a mistress without ca- 
price. I was seated upon my bed. ‘Is it 
you, Jacqueline?’ I said, affecting fright. ‘It 
is I,’ said the count, falling upon his knees. 
‘You, sir! Your letter was not a joke then?’ 
‘My horses are at hand; there is no time to 
lose; leave this sad prison: my hotel, my 
fortune, my h are at your service.’ 
At that moment a light appeared at the door. 
‘My father !’ I cried, with affright, as I con- 
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céaled myself behind the bed curtains. ‘ All 
is lost,’. muttered the count. It was Sophy. 


I os her light step. She approached 
with light in hand, and in silence, 
toward the count. ‘ My sister,’ said she, with 
some degree of excitement, but without los- 
ee pee of id, ‘here I am, all 
ready.’ I did not understand; I looked at 
her with surprise ; she was all dressed, from 
head to foot. ‘What are you saying? You 
are mad,’ ‘ Not aca means; I want to 
be run away with, like yourself.’ The Count 
de Melun could not help laughing. ‘Made- 
moiselle,’ he said to her, ‘ forget your 
dolls and toys. ‘Sir,’ replied she, with dig- 
nity, ‘I am thirteen years old. It was not 
wha that I made my début at the opera; 

take a part on the stage in the ravishment 
of Psyche.’ ‘Good,’ says the count, ‘ we will 
carry you off too.’ ‘It is as well,’ whisper- 
ed the count in my ear; ‘this is the only 
way of getting rid of her.’ 

“T was very much put out by this contre- 
temps, which gave a new complication to our 
adventure. My father might forgive my be- 
ing carried off, but Sophy! I tried to dis- 
suade her from her mad enterprise. I offer- 
ed her my ornaments; she would not listen 
to reason. She declared, that if she was not 
carried off#vith me she would inform against 
us, and thus prevent the adventure. ‘Do not 
oppose her,’ said the count; ‘with such a 
tendency she will be sure to be carried off 
sooner or later.’—‘ Well, let us depart togeth- 
er,’ The chambermaid, who had approached 
with the stealthy, quiet step of a cat, told us 
to hurry, for she was afraid that the noise of 
the horses, that were pawing the ground near 
by, would awaken Monsieur de Camargo. 
We were off; the carriage drove us to the 
count’s hotel, rue de la Culture-Saint-Gervais. 
Sophy laughed and sung. In the morning I 
wrote to the manager of the opera, that by 
the advice of my physician it was impossible 
for me to appear for three weeks. To tell 
you the truth, gentlemen, in a week’s time I 
went myself to inform the manager that I 
would - soso that evening. This, you per- 
ceive, is not very flattering to the Count de 
Melun; but there are so few men in this 
world who are sufficiently interesting for a 
week together. I loved the count, doubtless, 
but I wanted to breathe a little without him. 
I desired the excitement of the theatre. I 
opened my window, constantly, as if I would 
fly out of it. 

“ As soon as I appeared at the opera my 
father followed my track, and discovered the 
retreat of his daughters. One evening be- 
hind the scenes, he went straight to the count 
and insulted him. The count answered him, 
with great deference, that he would avoid 
the chance of taking the life of a gallant gen- 
tleman who had given birth to such a daugh- 
ter as I was. My father did his best to prove 
and establish his sixteen quarterings, the 
count was not willing to fight him. It was 





about that time that my father ted his 
famous petition to the Cardinal de Fleury: 
“ Your petitioner world state to the Lord 
Cardinal, that the Count de Melun, having 
carried off his two daughters in the night, 
between the 10th and 11th of the month of 
May, 1728, holds them imprisoned in his hotel, 
rue de la Culture-Saint-Gervais. Your peti. 
tioner having to do with a person of rank, is 
obl to have recourse to his majesty’s 
ministers; he hopes, through the goodness of 
the king, justice will be done him, and that 
the Count de Melun will be commanded to 
espouse the elder daughter of your petitioner, 
and endow the younger.’ 

“A father could not have done better. 
The Cardinal de Fleury amused himself a 
good deal with the petition, and recommend- 
ed me, one day that we were supping to- 
gether, for full penance, to make over to my 
father my salary at the opera. But I find I 
am not getting on with mystory. But what 
would you have? The beginning is always 
where we dwell with the greatest pleasure. 
I had been living in the count’s hotel a year; 
Sophy had returned to my father’s house, 
where she did not remain long; but it is not 
her history that I am relating. One morning 
@ cousin of the count arrived at the hotel in 
a great bustle; he was about spending a sea- 
son in Paris, in all the wildness of youth. He 
took us by surprise at breakfast ; he took his 
seat at table, without ceremony, on the invita- 
tion of the count. 

“In the beginning he did not strike my 


fancy ; I thought him somewhat of a bragga- 


docio. He cultivated his mustachios with 
great care (the finest mustachios in the world), 
and spoke quite often enough of his prowess 
in battle. Some visitor interrupting us, the 
count went into his library, and left us to- 
gether, téte-d-téte. Monsieur de Marteille’s 
voice, until then proud and haughty in its 
tone, softened alittle. He had at first looked 
at me with the eye of a soldier; he now 
looked at me with the eye of a pupil. Ex- 
cuse, madame,’ said he, with some emotion, 
‘my rude soldier-like bearing; I know no- 
thing of fine manners; I have never passed 
through the school of gallantry. Do not be 
offended at any thing I may say.’-—‘ Why, 
sir,’ said I, smiling, ‘ you do not say any thing 
at all.’—‘ Ah, if I knew how to speak! but, 
in truth, I would feel more at home before a 
whole army than I do before your beautiful 
eyes. The count is very happy in having 
such a beautiful enemy to contend with.’— 
While speaking thus, he looked at me witha 
supplicating tenderness which contrasted sin- 
gularly with his look of the hero. I do not 
know what my eyes answered him. The 
count then came in, and the conversation took 
another turn. 

“ Monsieur de Marteille accepted the earn- 
est invitation of his cousin to stay at his hotel. 
He went out; I did not see him again till 
evening. He did not know who I was; the 
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called me Marianne, and, unintention- 
3 na aay not spoken a word- ® 
cous! @ opera, or my grace an 
skill as a ddncer. At supper, Monsieur de 
had no longer the same frank gayety 
morning; @ slight uneasiness 
like a cloud over his brow; more than once 
I caught his melancholy glance.—‘ Cheer up 
‘our cousin,’ I said to the count—‘I know 
he pg answered Monsieur de Melun; 
‘] will take him to-morrow to the opera. 
‘ou will see that in that God-forsaken place 
will find his good-humor again.’—I felt 
without asking myself why. 
“Next day the Triumph of Bacchus was 
. 1 appeared as Ariadne, all covered 
ag 78) and mttar 5 I never onaed 
80 ’ noone onsieur de Mar- 
teille one the gentlemen of the court. He 
looked at me with aseriousair. I had hoped 
to have had an opportunity to speak with 
him before the end of the ballet, but he had 
already gone. I was offended at his abrupt 
ure,—‘ How!’ said I to myself, ‘he sees 
me dance, and this is the way he makes me 
his compliments.’-—Next morning, he break- 
fasted with us; he did not say a word about 
the evening; finally, not being able to resist 
my impatience, ‘ Well, Monsieur de Marteille,’ 
said I to him, somewhat harshly, ‘you left 
early last night ; it was hardly polite of you.’ 
Ah! when you were to dance no more!’ 
said he, with a sigh. This was the first time 
that I was ever spoken to thus. Fearing that 
he had said too much, and in order to divert 
Monsieur de Melun, who observed him with 
a look of surprise, he began to speak of a lit- 
tle singer of no great moment, who had a 
voice of some freshness. 

“Tn the afternoon, the count detained at 
home for some reason or other, begged his 
cousin to accompany me in a ride to the 
woods, He was to join us on horseback. 
The idea of this ride made my heart beat vio- 
lently. It was the first time that I had listen- 
ed with pleasure to the beatings of my heart. 

“We started on a fine summer’s day. 
Every thing waa like a holyday: the sky, the 
houses, the trees, the horses, and the people. 
A veil had fallen from my eyes. For some 
minutes we remained in the deepest silence ; 
not knowing what to do, I amused myself by 
making a diamond that I wore glisten in the 
rays of the sun that entered the carriage. 
Monsieur de Marteille caught hold of my 
hand, We both said not a word the whole 
time, I tried to disengage my hand; he held 
A on pra I blushed ; e turned pale. 

olt of the oureiage occurred very oppor- 
tunely to relieve us from our embarrassment; 
the jolt had lifted me from my eeat ; it made 
me fall upon his bosom.— Monsieur,’ said 
starting. ‘Ah, madame, if you knew how 
love you!’—He said this with a tenderness 
beyond Le ak qangt it was love itself that 
spoke! I had no longer the strength to get 
angry. He took my hand again and devoured 
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it with kisses. He did not say another word; 
I tried to speak, but did not know what to 
say myself. From time to time our looks 
met each other; it was then that we were elo- 
quent. Such eternal pledges, such promises 


passed | of happiness! 


“‘ Notwithstanding, we arrived at the woods, 
Ail of a sudden, as if seized with a new id 
he put his head out of the window, and sai 
something to the coachman, I understood, 
by the answer of La Violette, the coachman, 
that he was not willing to obey; but Mon- 
sieur de Marteille having alluded to a caning 
and fifty pistoles, the coachman made no fur- 
ther onyeations, I did not understand ve 
well what he was about. After an hour’s 
rapid travelling, as I was looking with some 
anxiety as to where we were, he tried to di- 
vert me by telling me. some episodes of his 
life. Although I did not listen very intelli- 
gently to what he said, I heard enough to 

nd out that I was the first woman he had 
ever loved. They all say so, but he told the 
truth, for he spoke with. his eyes and his 
heart. I soon found out that we were no 
longer on our right road; but observe how 
far the feebleness of a woman in love will go: 
I hadn’t the courage to ask him why he had 
changed our route. We crossed the Seine in 
a boat, between Sévres and St. Cloud; we 
regained the woods, and after an hour’s ride 
through them, we reached an iron park-gate, 
at the extremity of the village of Velaisy. 

“ Monsieur de Marteille had counted with- 
out his host. He expected not to have found 
a soul in his brother’s chateau, but, since the 
evening before, his brother had returned from 
a journey to the coast of France. . Seeing that 
the chateau was inhabited, Monsieur de Mar- 
teille begged me to wait a little in the car- 
riage. As soon as he had gone, the coach- 
man came to the door.—‘ Well, madame, we 
breathe at last! my opinion ie that we should 
make our escape. Depend upon the word of 
La Violette, we shall be in less than two 
hours at the hotel.’—‘ La Violette,’ said .I, 
‘open the door.’-—I ran a great risk. La 
Violette obeyed.— Now,’ said I to him, when 
I had alighted upon the ground, ‘you may 
go !’—He looked at me with the eye of an old 
pollo hess mounted his box, and snap 

is whip; but he had hardly started, when 
he thought it better to return.—‘I will not 
return without madame, for if I return alone, 
I shall be sure of a good beating, and of being 
discharged.’—' Indeed, La Violette! as you 
please.’ At that moment I saw the count re- 
turning.— It is all for the best,’ he cried out, 
in the distance; ‘my brother has only two 
days to spend in Paris: he has stopped here 
to give.his orders; he wishes, at all hazards, 
to see Camargo dance! I told him that she 
was to appear this evening. He will leave 
ina moment. You must wait in the park till 
he is gone... I will return to him, for I must 
take my leave of him, and wish him a plea- 
sant journey. i tlie 
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Camargo 
she was‘silent, and looked at her listeners as 
if she would say by her looks that had been 
lighted up at that celestial flame which had 
over her life:.“*Oh, how we loved 
each other di those three months!” 
She continued as follows: “That season 


was entirely happy ; I wished to live for ever 
wn this charming retreat for him that I loved 
3 thousand times more than myself. I wished 
to abandon the opera, that opera that the 
Count de Melun could not make me forget 
for a week! 

“Monsieur de Marteille possessed all the 
attraction of a real passion; he loved me 
with a charming simplicity; he put in play, 
without designing it, all the seductions of 
love. What tender words! what impassioned 
looks! what enticing conversation! Each 
day was a holyday, each hour a rapture. I 
had no time to think of the morrow. 

“Our days were spent in walks, in the 
shade of the woods, in the thousand wind- 
ings of the park. In the evening I played 
the harpsichord, and I sang. It o 
red that I danced, danced for him. In the 
middle of a dance that would have excited a 
furor at the opera, I fell at his feet, completely 
overcome; he raised me up, pressed me to 
his heart and forgave me for having danced. 
I always hear his beautiful voice, which was 
like music, but such music as I dream of, and 
not such as Rameau has composed . . . But 
now T am speaking without knowing what I 


say. 

Mademoiselle de Camargo turned toward 
Pont-dé-Veyle. “ Monsieur,” said she, “ open 
that box or rather hand it to me.” She took 
the box, opened it, and took the bouquet from 
it. “But above all, gentlemen, I nust ex- 
plain to you ‘why I have rved this bou- 
quet.” While 8a 


she “to 
smell the vanish or of the bouquet. 


m occur- | #P 





said, ee 

vied he, etabrachng tie, T & not wish to tell 
you before, but for a fortnight I have had or- 
ders to leave. Hostilities aré to be resumed 
in the Low Countries; I have no longer a 
single hour either for you or for me; I have 
over forty leagues to travel to-day.’—‘ Oh, 
my God, what will become of me?’ said j 
weeping. ‘I will follow you.’— But, m 
dear Merteatie, T shall return.”—‘ You will 
return in an age! Go, cruel one, I shall be 
dead when you return.’ 

“An hour was epent in taking leave and in 
tears; he was obliged to go; he went. 

“T returned to weep in that retreat, that 
was so delightful the evening before. Two 
days after his departure, he wrote me a very 
tender letter, in which he told me that on the 
next day, he would have the consolation of 
engaging in battle. ‘I hope,’ added he, ‘ that 
the campaign will not be along one; some 
days of hard fighting, and then I return to 
your feet.’ What more shall Itell you? He 
wrote me once again.” 

Mademoiselle de Cam unfolded slowly 
the torn letter. “ Here is the second letter:— 

Oct. 17. 

“No, I shall not retarn, my dear, I am 
going to die, but without fear, without re- 
— Oh! if you were here, Marianne! 

at madness! in a hospital where, all of 
us, all, be we what we may, are disfigured 
with wounds, and dying! hat an idea to 
dash ahead in the fight, when I only thought 
of seeing you n. As soon as I was 
wounded, I asked the surgeon if I should 
live long enough to reach Paris: ‘‘ You have 
but an hour,” he answered me pitilessly . . . 
They brought me here with the others. Ina 
word, we should learn to resign ourselves to 
what comes from Heaven. I die content 
with having loved you; console yourself; re- 
turn to the opera. I am not jealons of those 
who shall succeed me, for will they love you 
as I have done? Farewell, Marianne, death 
proaches, and death never waits; I thank 
it for having left me sufficient time to bid you 
farewell. Now, it will be I who will wait 
for you. 

“* Farewell, farewell, I press you to my 
heart, which ceases to beat.’” 

After having wiped her eyes, Mademoiselle 
de Camargo continued as follows : “ Shall I 
describe to you all my sorrows, all my tears, 
all my anguish! Alas! as he had said, I re- 
turned to the ge I did not forget Mon- 
sieur de Marteille, in the tempest of my folly. 
Others have loved me. I have loved no one 
but Monsieur de Marteille; his memory has 
beamed upon my life like a blessing from 
heaven. When I reappeared at the ve I 
was seén attending mass; I was laug’ ed at 
for my devotion. They did’ not understand, 
philosophers ‘as they were, that'I prayed to 
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of those words p 
‘Now it will be I who 


ght 
vowed, in | 


gather a 
you believe it? I 
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Madembiselle de Camargo thus finished her 
history. “ Well, my dear philosopher,” said 
Helvetius to Duclos, in descending the steps, 
“you have just a book that is somewhat 
carious.”— A bad book,” answered Duclos, 
“but such books are always interesting.” 

In April; 1770, the news spread that Ma- 
demoiselle de Camargo had just died a good 
catholic. “This created a great surprise,” 
says 8 journal of the day, “in the republic of 
letters, for she was su to have been 
dead twenty .” Her last admirer and 
her last friend to whom she had bequeathed 
her dogs and her cats, had caused her body to 
be interred with a magnificence unexampled 
atthe opera. “ All the world,” says Grimm, 
“admired that white pall, the symbol of 

, that all unmarried persons are enti- 
tled to in their funeral ceremony.” 





MY NOVEL: 
OR, VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE* 
BY PISISTRATUS CAXTON. 
BOOK IX.—INITIAL OHAPTER, 

OW that I am fairly in the heart of my 

‘N story, these preliminary oars must 
shrink into comparatively small dimensions, 
and not encroach upon the space required by 
the various mages whose acquaintance 
Ihave picked up here and there, and who 
até now all crowding upon me like poor re- 
lations to whom one has unadvisedly given a 
general invitation, and who descend upon one 
sitiultaneonsly about Christmas time. Where 
thiéy are to be stowed, and what is to become 
of them all, heaven knows; in the mean- 
while, the reader will have already observed 
that the Caxton family themselves are turned 
out of their own rooms, sent a-packing, in 
order to make way for the new comers. 

And now that I refer to that respected 
family, I shall take occasion (dropping all 
metaphor) to intimate a doubt, whether, 
should these be collected and repub- 
lished, I shall not wholly recast the Initial 

ters in which the Caxtons have been 
permitted to reappear. 
themselves, that they feel a bashfal appre- 
hension lest they may be accused of having 
thrust irrelevant noses into affairs which by 
no means belong to them—an impertinénce 
which, being a peculiarly shy race, they have 


fally shunned in the previous course of’ 


théir innocent and Md existence. In- 
* from page 108 





herein eet for maturer deliberation, I 
roceed with my new Initial Chapter. And 
shall stint the matter therein contained to 

a brief comment upon 

Were you ever in public life, my dear 
reader? I don’t mean by that ion, to 
ask whether ‘you were ever Lord Ohancellor, 
Prime Minister, Leader of the Opposition, or 
even a member of the House of Commons. 
~ author hopes to find aes ae beyond 
it ve egregions but very limited segment 
of the Great Circle. ‘Were you ever a busy 
man in your vestry, active in a municipal 
corporation, one of a committee for further- 
ing the interests of an enlightened candidate 
for your native burgh, town, or shire ?—in a 
word, did you ever resign your private com- 
forts as men in order to''share the public 
troubles of mankind? If ever you have so 
far departed from the Lucretian philosophy, 
ust look back—was it life. at all that you 
ived ’—were you an individual distinct ex- 
istence—a passenger in the railway ?—or 
were you merely an indistinct portion of that 
common flame which heated the boiler and 

1 wr drwgre that set off the ae 

train ?—~very hot, very active, very useful, no 

doubt; but all your identity fused in flame, 
and all your forces vanishing in 

And you think the people in the railway 
carriages care for you?—do you think that 
the gentleman in the worsted wrapper is 
saying to his neighbor with the striped rag 
on his comfortable knees, “ How grateful we 
ought to be for that fiery particle which is 
crackling and hissing under the boiler! It 
helps us on the fraction of an inch from 

Vauxhall to Putney?” Not a bit of it. Ten 

to one but he is saying—‘ Not sixteen miles 

an hour! What the deuce is the matter 

with the stoker ?” 
Look at our friend eS You 
have just had a glimpse of the real being that 
under the huge copper ;—you have 

h the hollow sound of the rich man’s 

coffers under the tap of Baron Levy’s friend- 

ly knuckle—heard the strong man’s heart 
to the scien- 


They assure me, | tific 
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for thyself! Let the Popkins Question 
not absorb wholly the fndividnal soul of thee, 
as Smith or Johnson. Don’t so entirely con- 
sume thyself under that insatiable x 
that. when thy poor little monad rushes out 
from the sooty furnace, and arrives at the 
stars, thou mayest find no vocation for thee 
there, and feel as if thou hadst nothing to 
do amidst the still splendors of the Infinite. 
I don’t deny to thee the uses of “ Public 
Life ;” I grant that it is much to have hel 

to carry that great Popkins Question; but 
Private Life, my friend, is the life of thy 
Private soul; and there may be matters con- 
cerned with that which, on consid 

thou. mayest allow, cannot be wholly mix 
up with the great Popkins Question—and 
were not finally settled when thou didst ex- 
claim—* I have not lived in vain—the Pop- 
kins Questidn is carried at last!” O immortal 
soul, for one quarter of an hour per diem— 
de-Popkinise thine immortality ! 


OHAPTER Il. 
Tr had not been without much uasion 
on the part of Jackeymo, that Riccabocca 
had consented to settle himself in the house 
which * Randal had recommended to him. 
Not that the exile conceived any suspicion 
of the young man beyond that which he 
might have shared with Jackeymo, viz., that 
Randal’s interest in the father was increused 
by a very natural and excusable admiration 
of the ter. But the Italian had the 
pride common to misfortune,—he did not like 
to be indebted to others, and he shrank from 
the pity of those to whom it was known that 
he had held a higher station in his own land. 
These scruples gave way to the strength of 
his affection for his daughter and his dread of 
his foe. Good men, however able and brave, 
who have suffered from the wicked, are apt 
to form rated notions of the power that 
has pre against them. Jackeymo had 
conceived a superstitious terror of Peschiera, 
and Riccabocca, though by no means addict- 
ed to superstition, still had a certain creep of 
the flesh whenever he thought of his foe. 
But Riccabocca—than whom no man was 
more physically brave, and no man, in some 
respects, more morally timid—feared the 
Count less as a foe than asa gallant. He re- 
membered his kinsman’s surpassing beauty— 
the power he had obtained over women. He 
knew him versed in every art that corrupts, 
and void of all the conscience that deters. 
And Riccabocea had unhappily nursed him- 
self into so poor an estimate of the female 
character, that even the pure and lofty nature 
of Violante did not seem to him a sufficient 
safeguard against the craft and determination 
of a and remorseless intriguer. But 
of all the precantions he could take, none ap- 
more likely to conduce to safety, than 
is establishing a friendly communication 
with one who professed to be able to get at all 
the Oount’s plans and movements, and who 





could Riecabocca at once should his 
retreat be discovered. “ Forewarned is fore- 
armed,” said he to himself, in one of the 
nations. However, 

he came to reflect 

te conveyed to 

that the Count songht 

d, he divined that there 


, and the 
of the heri- 
tage to an estate that he might be permitted 
to retain no more? Riccabocca was not in- 
deed aware of the condition (not according 
to usual customs in Austria) on which the 
Count held the forfeited domains. He knew 
not that they had been granted merely on 
pleasure ; but he was too well aware of Pes- 
chiera’s nature to suppose that he would woo 
a bride without a dower, or be moved by re- 
morse in any overture of reconciliation. He 
felt assured, too—and this increased all his 
fears—that Peschiera would never venture 
to seek an interview himself; all the Count’s 
designs on Violante would be dark, secret, 
and clandestine. He was perplexed and tor- 
mented by the doubt, whether or not to ex- 
press openly to Violante his apprehensions 
of the nature of the danger to be apprehended. 
He had told her vaguely that it was for her 
sake that he desired secrecy and concealment. 
But that might mean any thing: what dan- 
ger to himself would not menace her? Yet 
to say more was so contrary to a man of his 
Italian notions and Machiavellian maxims! 
To say to a young girl, “There is a man 
come over to England on purpose to woo 
and win you. For heaven’s sake take care 
of him ; he is diabolically handsome ; he never 
fails where he sets his heart.” ‘* Cospetto!” 
cried the doctor aloud, as these admonitions 
shaped themselves to speech in the camera- 
obscura of his brain ; “such a warning would 
have undone a Cornelia while she was yet an 
innocent spinster.” No, he resolved to say 
nothing to Violante of the Count’s intention, 
only to keep guard, and make himself and 
Jackeymo all eyes and all ears. 

The house Randal had selected pleased 
Riccabocca at first glance. It stood alone, 
upen a little eminence; its upper windows 
commanded the high road. It had been a 
school, and was surrounded by high walls, 
which contained a garden and lawn sufli- 
ciently large for exercise. The garden doors 
were thick, fortified by strong bolts, and had 
a little wicket lattice, shut and opened at 
pleasure, from which Jackeymo could inspect 
all visitors before he permitted them to 


enter. 
An old female servant from the neighbor- 


hood was cautiously hired; Riccabocca re- 
nounced He apake E name, Bo ee 
origin. He e English sufficiently we! 

think he could pass as an Englishman. He 
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himself Mr. Richmouth (a liberal trans- 
of Riccabocca). He bought a blunder- 
pair of pistols, and a huge honse- 
Thus provided for, he allowed Jackey- 
a line to Randal and communi- 
cate his arrival. 

Randal lost no time in calling. With his 
usual adaptability and his powers of dissimu- 
lation, he contrived easily to please Mrs. Ric- 
eabocca, and to increase the good opinion the 
exile was disposed to form of him. He en- 
gaged Violante in conversation on Italy and 
its poets. He promised to buy her books. 

though more distantly than he 
could have desired—for her sweet stateliness 
awed him in spite of himself—the prelimina- 
ries of courtship. He established himself at 
once as a familiar guest, riding down daily in 
the dusk of evening, after the toils of office, 
and retiring at night. In four or five days 
he thought he had made great progress with 
all. Riccabocca watched him narrowly, and 
grew absorbed in thought after every visit. 
At length one nf&ht, when he and Mrs. Ric- 
cabocca were alone in the drawing-room, 
Violante having retired to rest, he thus spoke 
as he filled his pipe :— 

* By is man who has no children ! 
Thrice happy he who has no girls.” 

“My dear Alphonso!” said the wife, look- 
ing up from the wristband to which she was 
attaching a neat mother-o’-pearl button. She 
said no more ; it was the sharpest rebuke she 
was in the custom of administering to her 
husband’s cynical and odious observations. 
Riccabocca lighted his pipe with a thread 
paper, gave three great puffs, and resumed : 

“One blunderbuss, four pistols, and a 
house-dog called Pompey, who would have 
made mince-meat of Julius Cxsar !” 

“ He certainly eats a great deal, does Pom- 

y!” said Mrs. Riccabocca, simply. “But 

he relieves your mind !” 

“He does not relieve it in the least, 
ma’am,” groaned Riccabocca; “ and that is 
the point I was coming to. This is a most 
harassing life, and a most undignified life. 
And I who have only asked from Heaven 
dignity and repose! But, if Violante were 
once married, 1 should want neither blunder- 
buss, pistol, nor Pompey. And it is that 
which would relieve my mind, cara mia;— 
Pompey only relieves my larder !” 

Now Riccabocea had been more communi- 
tative to Jemima than he had been to Vio- 
lante. Having once trusted her with one 
secret, he had every motive to trust her with 
another; and he had accordingly spoken out 
his fears of the Count di Peschiera. There- 
fore she answered, laying down the work, 
and taking her husband’s hand tenderly— 

“Indeed, my love, since you dread so 
much (though I own that I must think un- 
reasonably) this wicked, dangerous man, it 
would be the happiest thing in the world to 
see dear Violante well married ; because, you 
see, if she is married toone person, she cannot 





be married to another; and all fear of this 
Count, as you say, would be at an end.” 

“You cannot express yourself better. It 
is a great comfort to unbosom one’s self to a 
wife, after all!” quoth Riccabocea. 

“ But,” said the wife, atter a kise— 
“but where and how can we a husband 
suitable to the rank of your daughter ?” 

“ There—there—there,” cried yang 
pushing back his chair to the farther end o 
the room—“ that comes of unbosoming one’s 
self! Out flies one’s secret ; it is opening the 
lid of Pandora’s box ; one is betrayed, ruined, 
undone !” 

“Why, there’s not a soul that can hear 
us!” said Mrs. Riccabocca, soothingly. 

“ That’s chance, ma’am! If you once con- 
tract the habit of blabbing out a secret when 
nobody’s by, how on earth can you resist it 
when you have the pleasurable excitement 
of telling it to all the world? Vanity, vani- 
ty—woman’s vanity! Woman never could 
withstand rank—never!” The Doctor went 
on railing for a quarter of an hour, and was 
very reluctantly appeased by Mrs. Riccaboc- 
ca’s repeated and tearful assurances that she 
would never even whisper to herself that her 
husband had ever held any other rank than 
that of Doctor. Riccabocca, with a dubious 
shake of the head, renewed— 

“T have done with all pomp and preten- 
sion. Besides, the young man is a born gen- 
tleman; he seems in good circumstances; he 
has energy and latent ambition; he is akin 
to L’Estrange’s intimate friend ; he seems at- 
tached to Violante. I don’t think it probable 
that we could do better. Nay, if Peschiera 
fears that I shall be restored to my country, 
and I learn the wherefore, and the ground to 
take, through this young man—w Me grati- 
tude is the first virtue of the noble!” 

“ You speak, then, of Mr. Leslie ?” 

“To be snre—of whom else?” 

Mrs: Riceabocca leaned her cheek on her 
hand thoughtfully. “Now you have told 
me that, I will observe him with different 
eyes.” 

fe Anima mia, I don’t see how the differ- 

ence of your eyes will alter the object they 
look upon!” grumbled Riccabocca, shaking 
the ashes out of his pipe. 

“The object alters when we see it in a 
different point of view!” replied Jemima, 
modestly. “This thread does very well 
when I look at it in order to sew on a button, 
but I should say it would never do to tie up 
Pompey in his kennel.” 

* ning by illustration, upon my soul!” 
ejaculated Ricca amazed. 

“ And,” continued Jemima, “when I am 
to regard one who is to constitute the =p 
ness of that dear child, and for life, can I re- 
gard him as I would the pleasant guest of an 
evening? Ah, trust me, Alphonso—I don’t 
pretend to be wise like you—but, when a 
woman considers what a man is likely to 
prove to woman—his sincerity—his honor— 
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had unbosomed himself to his better half 


since he had confided in her, consulted with’ 


her, her sense had seemed to quicken—her 


whole mind to d, 
My dear,” said the sage, “T vow and de- 


trust me, she is wiser than the | ji 
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OHAPTER Il. 

Ricoazocoa could not confine himself to 
the , om ts within the walls to which he 
condemned Violante. Resuming his specta- 
cles, and wrapped in his cloak, he occasionally 
sallied forth upon a kind of outwatch or re- 
connoitring expedition—restricting himself, 
however, to the immediate neighborhood, and 
never going quite out of sight of his house. 
His favorite walk was to the summit of a 
hillock ov: wn with stunted bushwood. 
Here he would seat himself musingly, often 
till the hoofs of Randal’s horse rang on the 
winding road, as the sun set, over fading herb- 
age, red and vaporous, in autumnal skies. Just 
below the hillock, and not two hundred yards 
from his own house, was the only other habi- 
tation in view—a charming, thoroughly Eng- 
lish cottage, though somewhat imi from 
the Swiss—with gable ends, thatched roof, 
and pretty projecting casements, opening 
through creepers and climbing roses, From 
his height he commanded the gardens of this 
cottage, and his eye of artist was pleased, 
from the first sight, with the beauty which 
some exquisite taste had given to the ground. 
Even in that cheerless season of the year, the 
garden wore a summer smile ; the evergreens 
were so bright and various, and the few flow- 
ers, still left, so hardy and so healthful. Fa- 
cing the south, a colonnade, or covered galle- 
ry, of rustic woodwork had been formed, and 
creeping plants, lately set, were already be- 
ginning to clothe its columns. Opposite to 
this colonnade there was a fountain which 
reminded Riccabocca of his own at the de- 
serted Casino. It was indeed singularly like 
it: the same circular shape, the same girdle 
of flowers around it. But the jet from it va- 
ried every day—fantastic and multiform, like 
the sports of a Naiad—sometimes shooting 
up like a tree, sometimes shaped as a convol- 
vulus, sometimes tossing from its silver spray 
a flower of vermilion, or a fruit of gold—as 
if at play with its toy like a happy child. And 
near the fountain was a large aviary, lange 
enough to inclose a tree. The Italian could 





pearance: 
she was seen but rarely. r & man, 
often pacing to and fro the colonnade, with 
pay oy? pauses before the playful fountain, 
or the birds that sang louder as he y -oscnme 
ed. This latter form would then disappear 
within a room, the glass door of which was 
at the extreme end of the colonnade; and if 
the door were left open, Riccabocea could 
catch a glimpse of the figum® bending over a 
table cov with books. 

Always, however, before the sun set, the 
man would step forth more briskly, and oc- 
cupy himself with the garden, often working 
at it with good heart, as if at a task of de- 
light ; and then, too, the woman would come 
out, and stand by as if talking to her con- 

ion, Riccabocca’s curiosity grew aroused, 

e bade Jemima inquire of the old maid-ser- 
vant who lived at the cottage, and heard that 
its owner was a Mr. Oran—a quiet gentleman, 
and fond of his book. 

While Riccabocca thus amused himself, 
Randal had not been prevented, either by his 
official cares or his schemes on Violante’s 
heart and fortune, from furthering the pro- 
ject that was to unite Frank Hazeldean and 
Beatrice di Negra. Indeed, as to the first, a 
ray of hope was sufficient to fire the ardent 
and unsuspecting lover. And Randal’s artful 
misrepresentation of Mrs, Hazeldean’s con- 
versation with him, removed all fear of pa- 
rental displeasure from a mind always too di 
posed to give itself up to the temptation of 
the moment. Beatrice, though her feelings 
for Frank were not those of love, became 
more and more influenced by Randal’s argu- 
ments and representations, the more espe- 
cially as her brother grew morose, and even 
menacing, as days slipt on, and she could give 
no clue to the retreat of those whom he 
sought for. Her debts, too, were really ur- 
gent. As Randal’s profound knowledge of 
human infirmity had shrewdly conjectured, 
the scruples of honor and pride, that had 
made her declare she baie not bring toa 
husband her own incumbrances, began to 
yield to the pressure of necessity. She lis- 
tened already, with but faint objections, when 
Randal urged her not to wait for the uncer- 
tain discovery that was to secure her dowry, 
but by a private marriage with Frank esca 
at once into freedom and security. W. 








poor." 

scientionsiy say, 
if he expected fortune with Frank’s 
the Squire had replied, “I don’t care.” 

Thus encouraged by his friend and his own 
and the softening manner of a woman 


was quite content 
so th - 


consent, and her power over your father, 
when the step is once taken, yet we cannot 
count for certain on the Squire—he is so cho- 

ic and | He might hurry to town— 
see Madame di Negra, blurt out some com- 
passionate, rude expressions which would 
wake her resentment, and cause her instant 
rejection. And it might be too late if he re- 
— afterwards—as he would be sure to 

Meanwhile Randal Leslie gave a dinner at 
the Clarendon Hotel (an extravagance most 
contrary to his habits), and invited Frank, 
Mr. Borrowell, and Baron Levy. 

But this house-spider, which glided with 
so much ease after its flies, through webs so 
numerous and mazy, had yet to amuse Mad- 
ame di Negra with assurances that the fugi- 
tives sought for would sooner or later 
discovered. Though Randal baffled and elud- 
ed her suspicion that he was already acquaint- 
ed with the exiles, (“the persons he had 
thought of were,” he said, “quite different 
from her description ;” and he even presented 
to her an old singing-master, and a sallow- 
faced daughter, as the Italians who had 
caused his mistake), it was necessary for Bea- 
trice to prove the sincerity of the aid she had 

mised to her brother, and to introduce 

dal to the Count. It was no less desira- 
ble to Randal to know, and even win the 
confidence of this man—his rival. 

The two met at Madame di Negra’s house. 
There is something very strange, and almost 
mesmerical, in the ra, t between two evil 
natures. Bring two-honest men together, and 
it is ten to one if they recognize each other 
as honest; differences in temper, manner, 
even politics, may make each misjudge the 
other. But bring er two men, unprin- 
cipled and perv: en who, if born in 





met, of intelligence sh 

from both. They talked on indifferent sub- 
agence Pp, politics—what not. 

ey bowed they smiled; but, all the 
w each was watching, plumbing the 
other’s heart ; each measuring his stre’ 
with his companion ; each inly saying, ‘This 
is a very remarkable rascal; am I a matdca 
for him?” 


’ 


I 
Tt was at dinner they met; a 
Madar 


ee | the English fashion, 


ogre left them alone with their wine. 

hen, for the first time, Count di Peschiera 
cautiously and adroitly made a covered push 
towards the object of the meeting. 

“You bave never been abroad, my dear 
sir? You must contrive to visit me at Vien- 
na. I = the splendor of your London 
world; but, honestly speaking, it wants the 
freedom of ours—a om which - unites 
gayet with polish. For as your society is 
m ae § there are pretension and effort with 
those who have no right to be in it, and arti- 
ficial condescension and chilling arrogance 
with those who have to keep their inferiors 
at a certain distance. With us, all being of 
fixed rank and acknowledged birth, famil- 
iarity is at once established. “Hence,” add- 
ed the Count, with his French lively smile— 
“hence there is no place like Vienna for 
a young man—no place like Vienna for bon- 
nes fortunes.” 

“ Those make the paradise of the idle,” re- 
plied Randal, “but the purgatory of the 

usy. I confess ly to you, my dear 
Count, that I have as little of the leisure 
which becomes the aspirer to bonnes fortunes 
as I have the nal which obtain 
them without an effort ;” and he inclined his 
head as in compliment. 

“ So,” thought the Count, “woman is not 
his weak side. What is?” 

“ Morbleu! my dear Mr. Leslie—had I 
thought as you do some years since, I had 
saved myself from many a trouble. After 
all, Ambition is the best mistress to woo; for 
with her there is always the hope, and never 
the ion.” 

“ Ambition, Count,” replied Randal, still 
guarding himself in dry sententiousness, “ is 
the luxury of the rich, and the necessity of 
the poor.” 

“ Aha,” thought the Ocunt, “it comes, as 
I anticipated from the first—comes to the 
bribe.” He passed the wine to Randal, filling 
his own glass, and draining it carelessly: 
“Sur mon ame, mon cher,” said the Count, 
“luxury is ever pleasanter than necessity ; 
and I am resolved at least to give ambition 
a trial—je vais me réfugier dans le sein du 
bonheur domesti married life and a 
settled home. ! If it were not for 
ambition, one would die of ennui. Apropos, 
my dear sir, I have to thank you for promis- 








in your country, 
be most happy to assist in your 
yet, however, I have only to re- 
my good wishes are frui I 
t, however, that a man 
been easily found, even 


—— the medium of your own ambassa- 


“Our own ambassador is no very warm 
friend of mine; and the rank would be no 
clue, for it is clear that my kinsman has 
never assumed it since he quitted his coun- 

“He quitted it, I understand, not exactly 
from choice,” said Randal, smiling. ‘ Par- 
don my freedom and curiosity, but will you 
explain to me a little more than I learn from 
English rumor (which never accurately re- 
ports upon foreign matters still more noto- 
rious), how a person who had so much to 
lose, and so little to win, by revolution, could 
put himself into the same crazy boat with a 
crew of hare-brained adventurers and vision- 
ary professors ? 

“ Professors!” repeated the Count; “I 
think you have hit on the very answer to 
your question; not but what men of high birth 
were as mad as the canaille. I am the more 
willing to gratify your curiosity, since it will 

rhaps serve to guide your kind search in my 

vor. You must know, then, that my kins- 
man was not born the heir to the rank he 
obtained. He was but a distant relation to 
the head of the house which he afterwards 
represented, Brought up in an Italian uni- 
versity, he was distinguished for his learning 
and his eccentricities. There, too, I suppose, 
brooding over old wives’ tales about freedom, 
and so forth, he contracted his carbonaro, 
chimerical notions for the independence of 
Italy. Suddenly, by three deaths, he was 
elevated, while yet young, to a station and 
honors which might have satisfied any man 
in his senses. Que diable! what could the 
independence of Italy do forhim/ He and 
I were cousins; we had played together as 
boys; but our lives had been separated till 
his succession to rank brought us necessarily 
together. We became exceedingly intimate. 
And you may judge how I loved him,” said 
the Count, averting his eyes slightly from 
Randal’s quiet, watchful gaze, “ when I add, 
that I forgave him for enjoying a heritage 
that, but for him, had been mine.” 

“ Ah, yon were next heir ?” 

“ And it is a hard trial to be very near a 
great fortune, and yet just miss it.” 

“ True,” cried Randal, almost impetuously. 
The Count now raised his eyes, and again 
the two men looked into each other’s souls. 

“ Harder still, perhaps,”. resumed the 
Count, after a short pause—“ harder still 
might it have been to some men to forgive 
the rival as well as the heir.” 





“Rival! How?” 


“ And you consented ?” 

“T consented.” 

“That was generous. You must indeed 
have been much attached to your kinsman. 
As a lover I cannot comprehend it ; perhaps, 
my dear Count, you may enable me to un- 
derstand it better—as a man of the world.” 

“ Well,” said the Count, with his most 
roué air, “I suppose we are both men of the 
world ?” 

“ Both! certainly,” replied Randal, just in 
the tone which Peachum might have used in 
courting the confidence of Lockit. 

* As a man of the world, then, I own,” 
said the Count, playing with the rings on his 
fingers, “ that if I could not marry the lady 
myself (and that seemed to me clear), it was 
very natural that I should wish to see her 
married to my wealthy kinsman.” 

“Very natural; it might bring your weal- 
thy kinsman and yourself still closer to- 
gether.” 

“This is really a very clever fellow!” 

thought the Count, but. he made no direct 
reply. 
“ Enfin, to cut short a long story, my 
cousin afterwards got entangled in attempts, 
the failure of which is historically known. 
His projects were detected—himself de- 
nounced. He fled, and the Emperor, in se- 
questrating his estates, was pleased, with 
rare and singular clemency, to permit me, as 
his nearest kinsman, to enjoy the revenues 
of half those estates during the royal pleas- 
ure; nor was the other half formally confis- 
cated. It was no doubt his Majesty’s desire 
not to extinguish a great Italian name; and 
if my cousin and his child died in exile, why, 
of that name, I, a loyal subject of Austria— 
I, Franzini, Count di Peschiera, would be- 
come the representative. Such, in a similar 
case, has been sometimes the Russian policy 
towards Polish insurgents.” 

“T comprehend perfectly; and I can also 
conceive that you, in profiting so largely, 
though so justly, by the fall of your kinsman, 
may have been exposed to much unpopulari- 
ty—even to painful suspicion.” 

“ Entre nous, mon cher, I care not a stiver 
for popularity ; and as to suspicion, who is 
he that can escape from the calumny of the 
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unquestionably, it would be 
saree unite the divided members 


; and this union i can now ef- 
consent of the Emperor to my 
kinsman’s daughter. You 


oe why T have so great an inter- 


“By the marriage articles you could no 
secure the retention of the half you 

hold; and if you survive your kinsman, you 
enjoy the whole. A most desirable 
; and, if made, I suppose that would 
suffice to obtain your cousin’s amnesty and 


* You say it.” 
“But even without such marriage, since 
' the Emperor’s clemency has been extended 
to so ow toed the proscribed, it is perhaps 
¢ your cousin might be restored ?” 
“T¢ once seemed to me possible,” said the 
Count, reluctantly ;~“*but since I have been 
in England, I think not. The recent revolu- 
tion in France, the democratic spirit rising in 


olutionists; my -cousin’s residence in this 
country is in itself suspicious. The suspicion 
is increased by his strange seclusion. There 
are many Italians here who would aver that 
they met with him, and that he was still 
en; in revolutionary projects.” 

* Aver—untruly.” 

“ Ma foi—it comes to the same thing; les 
absens ont toujours tort. Ispeak to a man of 
the world. No; without some such guarantee 
for his faith, as his daugliter’s marriuge with 
myself would give, his recall is improbable. 
By the heaven above us, it shall be impossi- 
be The Count rose as he said this—rose 
as if the mask of simulation had fairly fallen 
‘from the visage of crime—rose tall and tow- 
ering, a very image of masculine power and 
‘strength, beside the slight bended form and 
sickly face of the intellectual schemer. Ran- 
dal was si 
careless] y— 

“What if this guarantee can no longer be 
given ?—what if, in despair of return, and in 
resignation to his altered fortunes, your cous- 
in has already married his daughter to some 
English suitor?” 

“Ah, that would indeed be, next to my 
own marriage with her, the most fortunate 
geo ey could happen to myself.” 

“How? I don’t understand !” 
if my cousin has so abjured his 
and forsworn his rank—if this 


“ Why, 
birthright, 
heritage, which is so dangerous from its 
grandeur, pass, in case of his pardon, to some 
obscure Englishman—a foreigner—a native 
of a country that has no ties with ours—a 
country that is the very refuge of levellers 


and Carbonari—mort dema o you think 
that such would not annihilate all chance of 
my cousin’s restoration, and be an excuse even 
to the eyes of Italy for formally conferring 
the sequestered estates on an Italian? No; 


tartled; but, rising also, he said | tr 





unless, indeed, the girl were to an 
lishman of such ol i and birth and connec- 
tion as would in themselves be a ae, 
(and how in poverty is this likely 5 I shoul 
go back to Vienna with a light heart, if I 
could say, ‘My kinswoman is an En 
man’s wife—shall her children be the heirs 
to a house so renowned for its lineage, and so 
formidable for its wealth?’ Parbleu/ if my 
cousin were but an adventurer, or merely a 
a, he had been pardoned long ago. 

@ great enjoy the lionor not to be pardon- 
ed easily.” 

Randal fell into deep but brief thought. 
The Count observed him, not face to face, but 
by the reflection of an opposite mirror. “This 
man knows something ; this man is deliberat- 
ing; this man can help me,” thought the 
Count. 

But Randal said nothing to confirm these 
hypotheses. Recovering from his abstraction, 
he expressed courteously his satisfaction at 
the Count’s prospects, either way. ‘And 
since, after all,” he added, “* you mean so well 
to your cousin, it occurs to me that you might 
discover him by a very simple English pro- 
cess 


“ How ?” 

“ Advertise that, if he will come to some 
rs appointed, he will hear of something to 

is advantage.” 

The Count shook his head. “He would 
suspect me, and not come.” 

“But he was intimate with you. He join- 
ed an insurrection ;—you were more prudent. 
You did not injure him, though you may have 
— yourself. Why should he shun 
you 

“ The conspirators forgive none who do not 
conspire ; besides, to speak frankly, he thought 
I injured him.” 

“Could you not conciliate him through his 

wife—whom—you resigned to him?” 
“ She is dead—died before he left the coun- 
“ Oh, that is unlucky! Still I think an ad- 
vertisement might do good. Allow me to re- 
flect on that subject. Shall we now join Ma- 
dame la Marquise ?” 

On re-entering the drawing-room, the gen- 
tlemen found Beatrice in full dress, Hen by 
the fire, and reading so intently that she did 
not remark them enter. 

“ What so interests you, ma seur?—the 
last novel by Balzac, no doubt ?” 

Beatrice started, and, looking up, showed 
eyes that were full of tears. ‘Oh, no! no 

icture of miserable, vicious Parisian life. 
his is beautiful; there is sou? here.” 

Randal took up the book which the Mar- 
chesa laid down; it was the same that had 
charmed the circle at Hazeldean—charmed 
the innocent and fresh-hearted—charmed 
now the wearied and tewpted votaress of the 
world. 

“Hum,” murmured Randal; “the Parson 
was right. This is power—a sort of a power.” 








Oh, naive enfant!” cried the Count; 
son ination 8’ 
‘ pepo i ge 


cess. 

“ Ah, I forgot—the Austrian ambassador’s. 
I shall not go to-night. This book unfits me 
for the artificial world.” 

“Just as you will, my sister. I shall go. I 
dislike the man, and he me; but ceremonies 
before men!” 

“You are going to the Austrian Embassy ?” 
said Randal. “I too shall be there. We shall 
meet.” And he took his leave. 

“T like your young friend prodigiously,” 
said the nt, yawning. “Iam sure that 
he knows of the lost birds, and will stand to 
them like a pointer, if I can but make it his 
interest to do so. We shall see.” 

eines 
CHAPTER IV. 

Rawpat arrived at the ainbassador’s before 
the Count, and contrived to mix with the 
young noblemen attached to the embassy, 
and to whom he was known. Standing among 
these was a young Austrian, on his travels, 
of very high birth, and with an air of noble 
grace that suited the ideal of the old German 
chivalry. Randal was presented to him, and, 
after some talk on general topics, observed, 
“By the way, Prince, there is now in London 
a countryman of yours, with whom you are 
doubtless familiarly acquainted—the Count di 
Peschiera.” iE 

“He is no countryman of mine. He is an 
Italian. I know him but by sight and by 
name,” said the Prince, stiffly. 

“ He is of very ancient birth, I believe.” 

“ai Unquestionably. His ancestors were gen- 
tlemen. 

“ And very rich.” 

“Indeed! I have understood the contrary. 
He enjoys, it is true, a large revenue.” 

A young attaché, Jess disereet than the 
Prince, here observed, “Oh, Peschiera!— 
Poor fellow, he is too fond of play to be 
rich.” : 

“ And there is some chance that the kins- 
man whose revenue he holds, may obtain his 
pardon, and re-enter into possession of his for- 
oo I hear, at least,” said Randal, art- 
ej shall be glad if it be true,” said the 
Prince with decision ; “‘ and I speak the com- 
mon sentiment at Vienna. That kinsman had 
a noble spirit, and was, I believe, equally 
duped and betrayed. Pardon me, sir; but we 
Austrians are not so bad as we are painted. 
Have you ever met In England the kinsman 
you s of ?” 

“Never, though he is supposed to reside 





~ ©The Count—ha! I-heard something of a 
scheme—a that—that Co 


wager of 
his pursuit —_ een ; 
: no @ pursues her,’ 
« ossibly she may already have married 


an . 

“T trust not,” said the Prince, seriously ; 
“that might at present be a serious obstacle 
to her father’s return.” 

“You think so?” 

“ There can be no doubt of it,” interposed 
the attaché with a grand and positive air; 
“unless, indeed, the Englishman were of a 
rank equal to her own.” 

Here there was a slight, well-bred murmur 
and buzz at the doors; for the Count di Pes- 
chiera himself was announced; and as he 
entered, his presence was so striking, and his 
beanty so dazzling, that whatever there might 
be to the prejudice of his character, it seemed 
instantly effaced or forgotten in that irresisti- 
ble admiration which it is the prerogative of 
personal attributes alone to create. 

The Prince, with a slight ourve of his lip 
at the groups that collected round the Count, 
turned to Randal and said, ‘‘ Can you tell me 
if a ee a pte | countryman of yours is in 
England—Lord L’Estrange ?” 

“* No, Prince—he is not, You know him?” 

“ Well.” 

“He is acquainted with the Count’s kins- 
man ; and per: py him you have learned 
to think so highly of that kinsman?” 

The Prince howed, and answered as he 
moved away, “ When a man of high honor 
vouches for another, he commands the belief 
of all.” 

* Certainly,” soliloquized Randal, ‘I must 
not be precipitate. I was very nearly falling 
into a terrible trap. If I were to marry the 

irl, and only, by so doing, settle away her in- 
eritance on Peschiera!—How hard it is to 
be sufficiently cautious in this world !” 

While thus meditating, a member of Par- 
liament tapped him on the shoulder. 

“Melancholy, Leslie! I lay a wager I 
guess your thoughts.” 

“ Guess,” answered Randal. 

“You were thinking of the place you are 
so soon to lose.” 

“ Soon to lose |” 

“ Why, if ministers go out, you could hardly 
keep it, I suppose.” 

This ominous and horrid member of Par- 
liament, Squire Hazeldean’s favorite county 
member, Sir John, was one of those Jegisla- 
tors especially odious to officials—an inde- 
pendent “ large-acred” member, who would 
no more take office himself than he would 
cut down the oaks in his park, and who had 
no bowels of human feeling for those who 
had opposite tastes and less magnificent means. 

“ Hem !” said Randal, rather surlily. “In 
the first place, Sir John, ministers are not 
going out. 
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epee Pm 
honor | Hush! I don’t doubt your 
roceed, There is ¥ 


measures, y 
T would turn round 

vself ! 

“I have no doubt you would, Sir John; 
you are quite capable of it; that rests with 
you and — constituents. But even if 
ministers did go out, Iam but a poor subal- 


tern in a lic office. I am no minister— 


mean to enter Parliament, as of 
you know that as well as I do—you who are 
#0 decided a politician—the writer of that 
admirable pamphlet! I should not like to 
tell my friend Hazeldean, who has a sincere 
interest in you, that you ever doubted on a 
of honor as plain as your A, B, 0.” 
“ Indeed, Sir John,” said dal, recover- 
ing his suavity, while he inly breathed a dire 
anathema on his county member, “I am so 
new to these things, that what you say never 
strack me before. No doubt you must be 
right ; at all events, I cannot have a better 
guide and adviser than Mr. Egerton himself.” 
“No, certainly—perfect gentleman, Eger- 
ton! I wish we could make it up with him 
and Hazeldean.” 
Randal, (sighing) —“Ah, I wish we could!” 
Sir John.—“ And some chance of it now; 
for the time is coming when all true men of 
the old school must stick together.” 
Randal.— Wisely, and admirably said, my 
dear Sir John. But, pardon me, I must pay 
m — to the ambassador.” 
Ran escaped, and, passing on, saw the 
ambassador himself in the next room, confer- 
in a corner with Audley Egerton. The 
am or seemed very grave—Egerton 
calm and impenetrable, as usual. Presently 
the Count passed by, and the ambassador 
bowed to him very stiffly. As Randal, some 
time later, was searching for his cloak below, 
Audley Egerton unexpectedly joined him. 
“ Ah, Leslie,” said the minister, with more 
kindness than usual, “ if you don’t think the 
night air too cold for you, let us walk home 
x ge I have sent away the carriage.” 
is condescension in his patron was so 
singular that it quite startled Randal, and 
gave him a presentiment of some evil. When 
they were in the street, Egerton, after a 
pause, ‘My dear Mr. Leslie, it was 
my hope and belief that I had provided for 


course you will do at the next election. But| grad 





you at least. competence ; and that I might 
, 8 career yet more brilliant. 
itude ; let me 
") a le chance, after 
decisions that the Government have 
Thus pie wom ie. Tae 
oO and of course - ite 
you this beforehand, for I wish you to have 
time to consider what, in that case, would be 
your best course. My power of serving you 
would then probably be over. It would, no 
doubt (seeing our c connection, and my 
views with regard to your future being so 
well known)—be expected that you should 
give up the place you hold, and follow my 
fortunes for good or ill. But as I have no 
personal enemies with the opposite party— 
and as I have sufficient position in the world 
to uphold and sanction your choice, whatever 
it may be, if you think it more prodent to 
retain your place, tell me so openly, and I 
think I can contrive that you may do it with- 
out loss of character and credit. In that 
case confine your ambition merely to rising 
ually in your office, without mixing in 
politics. If, on the other hand, you should 
prefer to take your chance of my return to 
office, and so resign your own; and, further- 
more, should commit yourself to a policy 
that may then be not only in opposition, but 
unpopular ; I will do my best to introduce 
you into parliamentary life. I cannot say 
that I advise the latter.” 

Randal felt as a man feels after a severe 
fall—he was literally stunned. At length he 
faltered out—‘tCan you think, sir, that I 
should ever desert your fortunes—your party 
—your cause ?” 

‘*My dear Leslie,” replied the minister, 
si are too young to have committed your- 
self to ony men or to any party, except, in- 
deed, in that unlucky pamphlet. This must 
not be an affair of sentiment, but of sense 
and reflection. Let us say no more on the 
point now ; but, by considering the pros and 
cons, you can better judge what to do, should 
the time for option suddenly arrive.” 

‘* But I hope that time may not come.” 

“T hope so too, and most sincerely,” said 
the minister, with deliberate and genuine 
emphasis. 

““ What could be so bad for the country ?” 
ejaculated Randal. “It does not seem to 
me possible in the nature of things, that you 
and your party should ever go out.” 

“ And when we are once out, there will be 
plenty of wiseacres to say it is out of the 
nature of things that we should ever come 
in again. Here we are at the door.” 


= pppptncns is 

ANDAL passed a sleepless night ; but, in- 
deed, he was one of those int nae: 
need, nor are accustomed to much sleep. 
However, towards morning, when dreams 
are said to be prophetic, he fell into a most 
delightfal slamber—a slumber peopled by 
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ure-on, through labyrinths of 
Sentatiors et wreck upon 


em ned with the towers of Belvoir 
or Raby, and looking over subject lands and 


wrested from the nefarious usurpa- 
tion of Thornhills and Hazeldeans—dreams in 
which Audley Egerton’s gold and power— 
rooms in Downing Street, and saloons in 
Grosvenor Square—had passed away to the 
smiling dreamer, as the empire of Chaldwa 

to Darius the Median. Why visions 
so belying the gloomy and anxious thoughts 
that preceded them should visit the pillow of 
Randal Leslie, surpasses my philosophy to 
conjecture. He yielded, however, prey 
to their spell, and was startled to hear the 
clock strike eleven as he descended the stairs 
to breakfast. He was vexed at the lateness 
of the hour, for he had meant to have taken 
advantage of the unwonted softness of Eger- 
ton, and drawn therefrom some promises or 
proffers to cheer the prospects which the mi- 
nister had so chillingly expanded before him 
the preceding night. And it was only at 
breakfast that he usually found the opportu- 
nity of private conference with his busy pa- 
tron. But Audley Egerton would be sure to 
have sallied forth —and so he had—only Ran- 
dal was surprised to hear that he had gone 
out in his carriage, instead of on foot, as was 
his habit. Randal soon despatched his soli- 
tary meal, and with a new and sudden affec- 
tion for his office, thitherward bent his way. 
As he passed through Piccadilly, he heard 
behind a voice that had lately become fami- 
liar. to him, and turning round, saw Baron 
Levy walking side by side, though not arm- 
in-arm, with a gentleman almost as smart as 
himself, but with a jauntier step and a brisker 
air—a step that, like Diomed’s, as deseribed 
by Shakspeare— 

“ Rises on the toe—that spirit of his 

In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 
Indeed, one may judge of the spirits and dis- 
position of a man by his ordinary gait and 
mien in walking. He who habitually pursues 
abstract thought, looks down on the ground. 
He who is accustomed to sudden impulses, or 
is trying to seize upon some necessary recol- 
lection, looks up with a kind of jerk. He 
who is a steady, cautious, merely practical 
man, walks on deliberately, his eyes straight 
before him; and even in his most musing 
moods observes things around sufficiently to 
avoid a porter’s knot or a butcher’s tray.— 
But the man with strong ganglions—of push- 
ing lively temperament, who, though practi- 
cal, is yet speculative—the man who is emu- 
lous and active, and ever trying to rise in 
life—sanguine, alert, bold—walks with a 
spring—looks rather above the heads of his 
fellow-passengers—but with a. quick, easy 
tarn of his own, which is lightly set on his 
shoulders; his mouth is a little open—his eye 
is bright, rather restless, but penetrative—his 





port has something of defiance—his form is 
erect, but without stiffness. Such was the 
a ce of the Baron’s companion. And 
as al turned round at Levy's voice, the 
Baron said to his companion, “ A young man 
in the first circles—you should book him for 
our fair lady’s parties. How d’ye do, Mr. 
lie? Let me introduce you to Mr, Rich- 
ard Avenel.” Then, as he hooked his arm 
into Randal’s, he whispered, “Man of first- 
rate talent—monstrously rich—has two or 
three parliamentary seats in his pocket—wife 
gives parties—her foible.” 

“Proud to make your acquaintance, sir,” 
said Mr. Avenel, lifting his hat. “ Fine day.” 

“Rather cold, too,” said Leslie, who, like 
all thin persons with weak digestion, was 
chilly by temperament; besides, he had 
enough on his mind to chill his body. 

“So much the healthier, — braces the 
nerves,” said Mr. Avenel; “but you young 
fellows relax the system by hot rooms and 
late hours. Fond of dancing, of course, sir?” 
Then, without waiting for Randal’s negative, 
Mr. Richard continued war “ Mrs, Ave- 
nel has a soirée dansante on Thursday—shall 
be very happy to see you in Eaton Square. 
Stop, I have a card;” and he drew out a 
dozen large invitation cards, from which he 
selected one and presented it to Randal.— 
The Baron pressed that young gentleman’s 
arm, and Randal replied courteously that it 
would give him great pleasure to be intro- 
duced to Mrs. Avenel. Then, as he was not 
desirous to be seen under the wing of Baron 
Levy, like a pigeon under that of a hawk, he 
gently extricated himself, and, pleading great 
haste, walked quickly on towards his office. 

“ That young man will make a figure some 
day,” said the Baron. “I don’t know any 
one of his age with so few prejudices. He is 
a connection by marriage to Audley Eger- 
ton, who”— 

“Audley Egerton!” exclaimed Mr. Avenel; 
“d—d hanghty, aristocratic, disagreeable, 
ungrateful fellow ?” 

“Why, what do you know of him?” 

“ He owed his first seat in Parliament to 
the votes of two near relations of mine, and 
when I called upon him some time ago, in 
his office, he absolutely ordered me ont of the 
room. Hang his impertinence; if ever I can 
pay him off, I guess I shan’t fail for want of 

will!” 


“Ordered you out of the room? That's 
not like Egerton, who is civil, if formal—at 
least, to most men. You must have offended 
him in his weak point.” 

“A man whom the public pays so hand- 
somely should have no weak point. What is 
Egerton's ?” 

“ Oh, he values himself on being a thorough 
gentleman—a man of the nicest honor,” said 
Levy with a sneer. You must have ruffled 
his plumes there. How was it ?” 

“T forget now,” answered Mr. Avenel, 
who was far too well versed in the London 
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sale of human dignities since his marriage, 
paved th a blush at his desire of 


weignthood. Ne botherin heads 
o use ering our 
now about the plumes of an arrogant popin- 
jay. To return to the subject we were dis- 
You must be sure to let me have 

this money next week.” 

“ Rely upon it.” 

“ coor not let my bills get into the 
market; keep them under lock and key.” 


“ By the help of a paper boat,” said the 
Baron, laughing; and the two gentlemen 
shook hands and parted. 

OHAPTER VI. 

Mganwatte Audley Egerton’s carriage had 
deposited him at the door of Lord Lansmere’s 
house, at Knightsbridge. He asked for the 
Countess, and was shown into the drawing- 
room, which was deserted. Egerton was 

than usual; and, as the door opened, 
wiped the unwonted moisture from his 
forehead, and there was 4 quiver in his firm 
lip. The Countess, too, on entering, showed 
an emotion almost equally unusual to her 
self-control. She pressed Audley’s hand in 
silence, and seating herself by his side, seem- 
ed to collect her thoughts. At length she 
said: “It is rarely indeed that we meet, Mr. 
Egerton, in spite of your intimacy with Lans- 
mere and Harley. I go so little into your 
world, and you will not voluntarily come to 
me 


“Madam,” replied Egerton, “‘ I might evade 
your kind reproach by stating that my hours 
are not at my disposal; but I answer you 
with plain truth—it must be painful to both 
of us to meet.” 

The Countess colored and sighed, but did 
not dispute the assertion. Audley resumed. 
“ And therefore, I presume, that on sending 
for me, you have something of moment to 
communicate.” 

“Tt relates to Harley,” said the Countess, 
as if in apology; “and I would take your ad- 
vice 


“To Harley! speak on, I beseech you.” 
“My son has probably told you that he 
ueated and reared a young girl, with 
the intention to make her 7 trange, 
and hereafter Countess of Lansmere.” 

“Harley has no secrets from me,” said 

rton, mournfally. 

“This young lady has arrived in England 
—is here—in this house.” 

“ And Harley too ?” 

“No, she came over with Lady N—— and 
her daughters. Harley was to follow shortly, 
and I @ him daily. Here is his letter. 
0 has never yet communicated his 
this young person, now intrusted 
to my care—never spoken to her as the lover.” 





Egerton took the letter and read it § 
though with attention. yi 

” said he, as he returned the letter: 
“and before he does so, he wishes you to see 
Miss Digby and to judge of her yourself— 
wishes to know if you will approve and sanc- 
tion his choice.” 

“Tt is on this that I would consult you—a 
girl without rank;—the father, it is true, a 
gentleman, though almost equivocally one,— 
but the mother, I know not what. And 
Harley for whom I hoped an alliance with 
the first houses in England!” The Countess 
pressed her hands convulsively together. 

Egerton—He is no more a boy. His tal- 
ents have been wasted—his life a wanderer’s. 
He presents to you a chance of re-settling his 
mind, of re-arousing his native powers, of a 
home besides your own. Lady Lansmere, 
you cannot hesitate !” 

Lady Lansmere.—“1 do, I do! After all 
that I have hoped, after all that I did to pre- 
vent" — 

Egerton (interrupting her).—‘ You owe 
him now an atonement: that is in your power 
—it is not in mine.” 

The Countess again pressed Audley’s hand, 
and the tears gushed from her eyes. “It 
shall be so. I consent—I consent. I will si- 
lence, I will crush back this proud heart. 
Alas! it wellnigh broke his own! I am glad 
you speak thus. I like to think he owes my 
consent to you. In that there is atonement 
for both-—both.” 

“You are too generous, madam,” said 
Egerton, evidently moved, though still, as 
ever, striving to repress emotion. “ And 
may I see the young Tady? This conference 
pains me; you see even my strong nerves 
quiver; and at this time I have much to go 
through—need of all my strength and firm- 
ness. 

“T hear, indeed, that the government will 

robably retire. But it is with honor: it will 
soon called back by the voice of the nation.” 

“Let me see the future wife of Harley 
L’Estrange,” said Egerton, without heed of 
this consolatory exclamation. 

The Countess rose and left the room. In 
a few minates she returned with Helen Dig- 
by. Helen was wondrovsly improved from 
the pale, delicate child, with the soft smile 
and er eyes, who had sat by the side 
of Leo’ in his She was about the 
middle height, still slight but beautifully 
formed ; that exquisite roundness of propor- 
tion, which conveys so well the idea of wo- 
man, in its undulating pliant grace—formed 
to embellish life, and soften away its rude 
angles—formed to embellish, not to protect. 
Her face might not have satisfied the critical 
eye of an artist—it was not without defects 
in, regularity; but its expression was emi- 
nently gentle and prepossessing; and there 
were few who would not have exclaimed, 
“ What a lovely countenance!” The mild- 
ness of her brow was touched with melan- 
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choly—her childhood had left its traces on 
her youth. Her step was slow, and her man- 
ner shy, subdued, and timid. Audley gazed 
on her with earnestness as she 

him; and then coming forward, took her 
hand and kissed it. “Iam your guardian’s 
constant friend,” said he; and he drew her 
gently to a seat beside him, in the recess of a 
window. With a quick glance of his eye to- 
wards the Countess, he seemed to imply the 
wish to converse with Helen somewhat apart. 
So the Countess interpreted the glance; and 
though she remained in the room, she seated 
herself at a distance, and bent over a book. 

It was touching to see how the austere 
man of business lent himself to draw forth 
the mind of this quiet, shrinking girl; and if 

‘ou had listened, you would have compre- 
how he came to possess such social 
influence, and how well, some time or other 
in the courses of his life, he had learned to 
himself to women. He spoke first of 
Harley L’Estrange—spoke with tact and del- 
ieacy. Helen at first answered by monosyl- 
lables, and then, by degrees, with grateful 
and open affection. Audley’s brow grew 
sh . He then spoke of Italy ; and though 
no man had less of the poet in his nature, 
yet, with the dexterity of one long versed in 
the world, and who has been accustomed to 
extract evidences from characters most oppo- 
sed to his own, he suggested such topics as 
might serve to arouse poetry in others. He- 
len’s replies betrayed a cultivated taste, and a 
charming womanly mind; but they betrayed 
also one accustomed to take its colorings from 
another’s—to appreciate, admire, revere the 
Lofty and the Beautifal, but humbly and 
meekly. There was no vivid enthusiasm, no 
remark of striking originality, no flash of the 
self-kindling, creative faculty. Lastly, Eger- 
ton turned to England—to the critical nature 
of the times—to the claims which the coun- 
try possessed upon all who had the ability to 
serve and guide ‘its troubled destinies. He 
enlarged warmly on Harley’s natural talents, 
and rejoiced that he had returned to Eng- 
land, perhaps to commence some great ca- 
reer. Helen looked surprised, but her face 
caught no correspondent glow froti Audley’s 
eloquence. He rose, and an expression of 
disappointment passed over his grave, hand- 
some features, and as quickly vanished. 

“ Adieu! my dear Miss Digby; I fear I 
have wearied you, especially with my poli- 
tics. Adieu, ly Lansmere; no doubt I 
shall see Harley as soon as he returns.” 

Then he hastened from the room, gained 
his carriage, and ordered the coachman to 
drive to Downing-street. He drew down the 
blinds, and leant back. A certain languor be- 


came visible in his face, and once or twice he | tures 


mechanically put his’ hand to his heart. 
“She is good, amiable, docile—will make 
an excellent wife, no doubt,” said he, mur- 
rauringly. ‘“ But does 'she love Harley as he 
has dreamed of love? No! Has she the 





power and energy to arouse his faculties, an 
restore to the world the Harl of old? "Noy 
Meant by heaven to be the shadow of ano- 
ther’s sun—not herself the suti—this child js 
not the one who can atone for the Past and 
illume the Future.” 

CHAPTER VII. 

Tat evening Harley L’Estrange arrived at 
his father’s house. The few years that had 
passed since we saw him last, had made no 
perceptible change in his appearance. He 
still preserved his elastic youthfulness of form, 
and singular variety and play of countenance, 
He seemed unaffectedly rejoiced to greet his 
parents, and had something of the gayety 
and the tenderness of a bo retarned 1 from 
school. His manner to Helen bespoke the 
chivalry that pervaded all the complexities 
and curves of his character. It was affec. 
tionate but respectful. Hers to him, subdued 
—but innocently sweet and gently cordial. 
Harley was the chief talker. The aspect of 
the times was so critical, that he could not 
avoid questions on politics; and, indeed, he 
showed an interest in them which he had ne- 
ver evinced before. Lord Latismere was de- 
lighted. 

ae Harley, you love your country, after 
all? 


“The moment she seems in danger—yes!” 
replied the Patrician ; and the Sybarite seem- 
ed to rise into the Athenian. 

Then he asked with eagerness about his old 
friend Audley; and, his curiosity satisfied 
there, he inquired the last literary news. He 
had heard much of a book lately published. 
He named the one ascribed by Parson Dale 
to Professor Moss; none of his listeners had 
read it. Harley pished at this, and accused 
them all of indolence and stupidity in his own 
quaint, metaphorical style. Then he said— 
“ And town ip ?” 

“ We never hear it,” said Lady Lansmere. 

“ There is a new plough much talked of at 
Boodle’s,” said Lord Lansmere. 

“God speed it. But is there not a new 
man much talked of at White’s ?” 

“T don’t belong to White’s.” 

“Nevertheless, you may have heard of him 
—a foreigner, a Count di Peschiera.” 

“Yes,” said Lord Lansmete; “he was 
pointed out to me in the Park—a handsome 
man for a foreigner; wears his hair properly 
cut; looks gentlemanlike and English.” 

“Ah, ah! He is here then!” And Har- 


a , 
by 
to rest. 
was in his own room, his mother joined him. 
“ Well,” said he, “I need not ask if you 
like Miss Digby? Who would not?” 


came to retire 
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| “Harley, my own son,” said the mother, 
“be hap 


9 
y to 
then grad 
verse of Helen, asked abruptly—* And of the 
chance of our happiness—her pes as 
well as mine—what is your opinion 


” 
iabter iness, there can be no doubt,” 
hm ~ 


replied the proudly. “Of yours, how 


ean youask me? Have you not decided on 
that ” 


heb ott tt chesri and encourages one in 
any experiment, however well considered, to 
hear the approval of another. Helen has cer- 
tainly a*most gentle temper.” 

“1 should con reso: But her mind—” 

“Ig very well stored.” 

“She speaks so little—” 

“Yes. I wonder why? She’s surely a 
woman !” 

“Pshaw,” said the Countess, smiling in 
spite of herself. “But tell me more of the 
process of your experiment. You took her 
asa child, and resolved to train her accord- 
ing to your own ideal. Was that easy ?” 

“It seemed so. I desired to instil habits 
of truth—she was already by nature truthful 
as the day ; a taste for nature and all things 
nataral—that seemed inborn: perceptions of 
Art as the interpreter of Nature—those were 
more difficult to teach. I think they = 
we You have heard her play and sing 

“ 0. 

“She will surprise you. She has less talent 
for drawing ; still, all that teaching could do 
has been done—in a word, she is accomplish- 
ed. Temper, heart, mind—these are all ex- 
eellent.”- Harley stopped, and suppressed a 
ugh “Oertainly, I ought to be very happy,” 

he; and he began to wind up his watch. 

“Of course she must love you?” said the 
= after a pause. “How could she 

“Love me! My dear mother, that is the 
very question I shall have to ask.” 

Ask! Love is discovered by a glance ; 
it has no need of asking.” 

“T have never discovered it, then, I assure 
you. The fact is, that before her childhood 
was passed, I removed her, as you may sup- 

an 


ee my. roof. She resided with 
family, near my usual abode. I visit- 
ed her often, directed her studies, watched 
her improvement—” 

“And fell in love with her?” 

“Fall is such a very violent word. No; 
I don’t remember to have had a fall. It was 
all a smooth inelined plane from the first step, 
until at last I said to ‘Harley L’Est- 
range, thy timie has come. © bud has blos- 
somed into flower. Take it to thy breast.’ 
And ‘replied to myself meekly, ‘So be 
it’ T found that Lady N—, with 
; was coming to England. ' I asked 


os Stra: 
Speak | thus lightly 


her | Hast 





her Ladyship to take my ward to your house. 
I wrote té you, and prayed your assent; and, 
that ed, knew you would obtain thy 
father’s. I am here— ee 
proval I t for. 1 wil ‘peak to Hélen 

. Perhaps, after all, she may re- 
ject me.” 


strange—you speak thus cold! 
you so capable of ardent love i 


J 

+ Mother,” said Harley, earnestly, be satis- 
fied! J am! Love, as of old, 1 feel, alas! 
too well, can visit me never more. But gen- 
tle companionship, tender friendship, the re- 
lief and the sunlight of woman’s smile—here- 
after the voices of children—music that, strik- 
ing on the hearts of both parents, wakens the 
most lasting and the purest of all sympathies: 
these are my hope: Is the hope somean, my 
fond mother?” 
the Countess wept, and her tears 
dried when she left the room. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

Ox! Helen, fair Helen—type of the quiet, 
serene, unnoticed, deep-felt excellence of 
woman! Woman, less as the ideal that a 
poet ures from the air, than as the com- 
panion of a poet on the earth! Woman who, 
with her clear sunny vision of things actual, 
and the exquisite fibre of her delicate 
supplies the deficiencies of him whose foot 
stumbles on the soil, because his eye is too 
intent upon the stars! Woman, rovi- 
dent, the comforting angel—whose pinions 
are folded round the heart, guarding there a 
divine spring unmarred by the winter of the 
world! Helen, soft Helen, is it indeed in 
thee that the wild and brilliant “lord of 
wantonness and ease” is to find the e- 
ration of his life—the rebaptism of his soul? 
Of what avail thy meek prudent household 
virtues to one w Fortune screens from 
rough trial ?—whose sorrows lie remote from 
thy ken ?——whose spirit, erratic and perturb- 
ed, now rising, now falling, needs a vision 
more subtle than thine to pursue, and a 
strength that can sustain the reason, when it 
— on the wings of enthusiasm and pas- 
sion 

And thou thyself, O nature, shrinking and 
humble, that needest to be courted forth 
from the shelter, and developed under the 
calm and genial atmosphere of holy, bappy 
love—can such affection as Harley L’Estran 
may proffer suffice to thee? ‘Will not the 
blossoms, yet folded in the petal, wither 
away beneath the shade that may protect 
them from the storm, and yet shut them from 
the sun? Thou who, where thon givest love, 
seekest, though’ meekly, for love in return ; 
—to be the soul’s ‘sweet necessity, the life’s 
household pattner to him who receives all 
thy faith and devotion—canst thou influence 
‘of sorrow in the 

at thy name? 
the force of the 


n 
were not 
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flow at thy will? Yet who 
tho conjecture, how near two 


the| joyous bark, He had 


by fusion, one strong human soul! Happi- 
ness enough, where even Peace does but sel- 
dom preside, when each can bring to the 
altar, if not the flame, still the incense. 
Where man’s thoughts are all noble and 
generous, woman's feelings all gentle and 
pure, love may follow, if it does not precede; 
—and if not,—if the roses be missed from 
the garland, one may sigh for the rose, but 
one is safe from the thorn. 

The morning was mild, yet somewhat 
overcast by the mists which announce coming 
winter in ow ta and Helen walked musing- 
ly beneath the trees that surrounded the gar- 
pe of Lord Lansmere’s house. Many leaves 
were yet left on the boughs; but they were 
sere and withered. And the birds chirped 
at times; but their note was mournful and 
complaining. Ail within this house, until 
Harley’s arrival, had been wou and sad- 
dening to Helen’s timid and subdued spirits. 
Lady ere had received her kindly, but 
with a certain restraint ; and the loftiness of 
manner, common to the Countess with all but 
Harley, bad awed and chilled the diffident 
re) ly Lansmere’s very interest in 


Harley’s choice—her attempts to draw Helen 


out of her reserve—her watchful eyes when- 
ever Helen shyly spoke, or shyly moved, 
frightened the poor child, and made her un- 
just to herself. 

The very servants, though staid, grave, 
and respectful, as suited a dignified, old- 
fashioned household, painfully contrasted the 
bright welcoming pd rae and free talk of Ita- 
lian domestics. Her recollections of the 
happy warm Continental manner, which so 
sets the bashful at their ease, made the state- 
ly and cold precision of all around her doubly 
awful and dispiri i Lord Lansmere him- 
self, who did not as yet know the views of 
Harley, and little dreamed that he was to an- 
ticipate a daughter-in-law in the ward whom 
he understood Harley, in a freak of generous 
romance had adopted, was familiar and cour- 
teous, as became a host. But he looked upon 
Helen as a mere child, and naturally left her 
to the Countess. The dim sense of her equi- 
vocal position—of her comparative humble- 
ness of birth and fortunes, oppressed and 
pained her ; and even her gratitude to Harley 
was made burthensome by a sentiment of 
Se: meee The grateful long to requite. 
And what could she ever do for him ? 

Thus musing, she wandered alone through 
the curving walks; and this sort of mock 
country landscape—London loud, and even 
visible, beyond the high gloomy walls, and 
no. escape from the windows of the: square 





formal house—seemed a type of the prison 

bounds of Rank to one whose soul yearns 
for simple loving Nature. - 

Helen’s reverie was in by Nero's 

t sight of her, 


and came bounding up, thrust his large 
head yaad = wn “ va stooped to 
caress the dog, happy at his honest tin 
and tears that had long gatbvesiag S 
the lids fell silently on his face, (for I know 
nothing that more moves us to tears than 
the hearty kindness of a dog, when some- 
thing in human beings has pained or chilled 
us,) she heard behind the musical voice of 
Harley. Hastily she dried or repressed her 
tears, as her guardian came up, and drew her 
arm within his own. 

“T had so little of your conversation last 
evening, my dear ward, that I may well mo- 
nopolize you now, even to the privation of 
Nero. And so you are once more in your 
native land ?” 

Helen sighed softly. 

‘“*May I not hope that you return under 
fairer auspices than those which your child- 
hood knew ?” 

Helen turned her eyes with ingenuons 
thankfulness to her guardian, and the me- 
mory of all she owed to him rushed upon 
her heart. Harley renewed, and with ear- 
nest though melancholy sweetness—“ Helen, 
your eyes thank me; but hear me before 
your words do. I deserve no thanks. I am 
about to make to you a strange confession of 
egotism and selfisliness.” 

“You !—oh, impossible !” 

“ Judge yourself, and then decide which of 
us shall have cause to be grateful. Helen, 
when I was scarcely your age—a boy in 
years, but more, methinks, a man at heart, 
with man’s strong energies and sublime as- 
pirings, than I have ever since been—I loved, 
and deeply—” He paused a moment in evi- 
dent struggle. Helen listened in mute sur- 

rise, but his emotion awakened her own; 

er tender woman’s heart yearned to con- 
sole. Unconsciously her arm rested on his 
less lightly. ‘ Deeply, and for sorrow. It is 
a long tale, that may be told hereafter. The 
worldly would call my love a madness. I 
did not reason on it then—I cannot reason 
on it now. Enough; death smote suddenly, 
terribly, and to me mysteriously, her whom 
I loved. The love lived on. Fortunately, 
perhaps, for me, I had quick distraction, not 
to grief, but to its inert indulgence. I wasa 
soldier ; I joined our armies. Men called me 
brave. Flattery!, I was a coward before 
the thought of life. I sought death: like 
sleep, it does not come at our call. Peace en- 
su As when the winds fall the sails droop 
—so when excitement ceased, all seemed to 
me flat and objectless. Heavy, heavy was 
my heart. Perhaps grief had been less ob- 

nate, but that I feared I had cause for 
self-reproach. Since then I have been & 
wanderer—a self-made exile. My boyhood 
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_ambitious—all ambition ceased. 
they reach the core.of the 
and leave all in ashes. Let 

: I did not mean thus weakly to 

-I to whom heaven has given so 

many blessings! I felt, as it were, separated 

the common objects and joys of men. 

startled to see how, year by year 
hamors possessed me. I resolv 

attach a om to some living heart 

my sole chance to rekindle my own. 

the one I had loved remained as my type 

of woman, and she was different from all I 


hood, I sepeat, that I have been but the ego- 
tist.. And now, when you have reached that 
when it becomes me to speak, and you 
to listen—now, when you are under the sa- 
ered roof of my own mother—now I ask yon, 
can you. accept this heart, such as wasted 
years, and griefs too fondly nursed, have left 
it? Can you be, at least, my comforter? 
Can you aid me to regard life as a duty, and 
recover those aspirations which once soared 
from the paltry and miserable confines of our 
frivolous daily being? Helen, here I ask you, 
can you be all this, and under the name of— 
Wife?” 
It. would be in vain to describe the rapid, 
varying, indefinable emotions that 
through the inexperienced heart of the youth- 
ful listener as Harley thus spoke. He so 
moved all the springs of amaze, compassion, 
tender respect, sympathy, childlike grati- 
tude, that when he paused and gently took 
her hand, she remained bewildered, speech- 
less, overpowered. Harley smiled as he gazed 
mee her blushing, downcast, expressive face. 
conjectured at once that the idea of such 
proposals had never crossed her mind; that 
she had never contemplated him in the cha- 
tacter of a wooer; never even sounded her 
heart as to the nature of such feelings as his 


“—— had aroused. 
“My Helen,” he resumed, with a calm pa- 
thos of voice, “ there is some disparity of years 
between us, and perhaps I may not hope 
henceforth for that love which youth gives 
tothe young. Permit me simply to ask, what 
you will frankly answer—Can you have seen 
in.our quiet life abroad, or under the roof of our 
Italian friends, any one you prefer to me?” 
“No, indeed, no!” nturmured Helen. “How 
could 1!—who “is like you?” Then, with a 
sudden effort—for her innate truthfulness 
took alarm, and her very affection for Harley, 
childlike and reverent, made her tremble lest 
the should deceive him—she drew ‘a little 
VOL. V.—NO. 1.—17 


aside, and spoke thus: “Oh, my dear guard- 
ian, noblest of all human bei ; at least in 
my ¢ ve, forgive me if I seem un- 

; but I cannot, cannot 
think of myself as worthy of you. I never so 
lifted my 1 a Your rank, your position—” 

“Why should they be eternally my curse? 
Forget them and go on.” 

“Tt is not only they,” said Helen, almost 
sobbing, “though they are much; but I your 
type, your ideal !—I!—impossible! Oh, how 
can I ever be any thing even of use, of aid, of 
comfort to one like you!” 

“You can, Helen—you can,” cried Harley, 
charmed by such ingenuous modesty. “ May 
I not keep this hand ?” 

And Helen left her hand in Harley's, and 
turned away her face, fairly weeping. A 
— step passed under the wintry trees. 

‘“*My mother,” said Harley L’Estrange, look- 
ing up, “I present to you my fature wife.” 
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N the great defender of the Consti- 
tution delivered the oration at Bunker 
Hill, he pointed to the just completed monu- 
ment and exclaimed, “ There stands the Ora- 
tor of the Day.” In humble imitation of 
that significant act, I also, in attempting 
illustrate the interests and the meaning of- 
this occasion, would point you, gentlemen, to- 
the fact of your sry here to-night—to- 
the union at one banquet of printers, editors,. 
publishers, authors, and professional men—as 
the best evidence of the importance and 
attractiveness of the occasion. The art of 
rinting, among other inestimable blessin 
as fused together the most productive ele- 
ments of society; it has established a vital 
relation between intellect and mechanics, be- 
tween labor and thought. I see before me in 
this assembly those who have achieved endu- 
ring literary fame, and those who are the 
present guides of public opinion. I see them 
side by side with the men who have just put 
their thoughts and sentiments into a bodily 
form and disseminated them on the wings of 
the press. The association is not only appro- 
priate, but it is honorable to his memory who 
united in his life the humblest manual toil and 
the loftiest flights of genius; who both set up 
types and drew the lightning from heaven, 
and combined in his own person the practi- 
cal printer and the scientific philosopher. 

By your courtesy, gentlemen, I have been 
invited to say a few words appropriate to the 
New York-Typographical Society. It is with 
unfeigned rbunenes that I assume the task. 
In this presence I behold so many better 

ualified for the und ing than myself, 
that I am apprehensive I shall be able neither 
* Weare indebted to Dr, Francis for a revised copy, with 
ddress here printed, whigh 

uet in New-York on the 








_ THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE. 





should prove recreant to the feelings of 
my heart, turn ingrate to the pleasantest 
associations of memory, and forget the most 
efficient causes which have favored my jour- 
ney thus far to mellow so mans eee 

of the gratifications I enjoyed while a 
fellow laborer in your noble pursuits. The 
press is the representative of the intellectual 
man on earth; itis the expositor of his cogi- 
tative powers; the promulgator of his most 
recondite labors ; the strong arm of his sup- 
port in the defence and maintenance of his 
inherent rights as a member of the social 
compact; the vindicator of his claims to the 
exalted station of one stamped in the express 
image of God; it is the charter of freedom 
to ameliorated man in the glorious strife of 
social organization, in the pursuits of life, lib- 
erty, and happiness. Hence I have ever 
cherished the deepest regard for those who 
have appropriated their time and talents to 
this vast engine of civilization. I have ever 


looked upon the vocation as holding the in- 
tegrity of our highest privileges on earth; free- 
dom of inquiry, freedom of utterance, and 
the vast behests of civil communion, with the 
kindred of every nation, and the tongues of 


every speech. 
When I was a boy of ten years of age, I 


became uainted with the biography of 
Franklin. I had purchased at auction a Glas- 
gow edition of his Life and Essays, I had 
read Robinson Crusoe, George Barnwell, The 
House That Jack Built, Asop’s Fables, the 
duodecimo edition of Morse’s Geography, and 
other common publications of the times. No 
work that I have perused, from that juvenile 
iod of my existence up to the present day, 
ever yielded the peculiar gratification 
which Franklin’s memoirs gave me, and my 
admiration and reverence for our illustrious 
sage have through all subsequent inquiry into 
his actions and services, increased in intensity, 
in proportion as I have contemplated his won- 
drous character and his unparalleled achieve- 
ments. I think I owe something to my 
mother for this happy appreciation of our 
Franklin. She was by birth a Philadelphian, 
and for years, during her residence in Arch 
street, was favored with opportunities of 
again and again beholding Dr. Franklin pass 
her door, in company with Dr. Rush and 
sro w Sh onl . rol the children of 
the nei Dy would cry out, “ Poor 
Richard. Common facies, and the Doctor.” 
It is recorded that Franklin furnished many 
thoughts in the famous pamphlet of Common 
Sense, while ‘Paine wrote it, and Rush gave 
the title. There is something in the heredi- 
tary transmission of the moral and of the 
physical qualities; yet I have thought that 





the benevolent schemes of Rush, the intrepid 
patriotism of Paine, and the honest maxims 
of Franklin—the topics of daily converse in 
that day—had some influence in strengthen- 
ing the principles which my mother incuica- 
in her children. 

You have told me, gentlemen, that you 
would be gratified with some reminiscences 
touching New-York—social, literary, person- 
al—of men and books—all having a bearing, 
more or less immediate, either on the pro- 
gress of human development, or the charac- 
ter of our metropolitan city. I know not 
how to satisfy either you or myself. To do 
justice to the subject would require a differ- 
ent opportunity from the one here enjoyed, 
and leisure such as I cannot now command. 

The locality upon which we are assembled 
to-night has its associations. We meet this 
evening on the memorable spot in our city’s 
early topography denominated the Bayard 
Farm—a property once in the possession of 
the affluent Bayards, of him who was com- 
panion in his strife with Governor Leisler, 
and whose death for high treason was the 
issue of that protracted contest. That he 
fell a martyr to freedom, our friend Charles 
F. Hoffman has ably demonstrated. Within 
a few doors of this place, on Broadway, very 
many years after, but within my recollection, 
lived that arch negotiator in public counsels, 
Talleyrand, the famous ambassador of France 
to the United States. He published a small 
tractate on America, once much read, and it 
was he who affirmed that the greatest sight 
he had ever beheld in this country, was the 
illustrious Hamilton, with his pile of books 
under his arms, proceeding to the court-room 
in the old City Hall, in order to obtain a 
livelihood, by expounding the law, and vin- 
dicating the rights of his clients. 

Here too is the spot where, some short 
while after, the antics of the Osage tribe of 
Indians were displayed for the admiration of 
the belles and beaux of New-York, and on 
that oceasion my old colleague, Dr. Mitchill, 
gave translations into English of their songs 
and war-whoop sounds, for the increased 
gratification of the literary public of that day, 
when Indian literature stood not so high as 
in these times of Congressional appropriation, 
and of Heury Schoolcraft, the faithful and 
patriotic expositor of the red-man’s excellen- 
ces. I think I am safe in saying, also, that 
near these grounds occurred the execution of 
Young, a play-actor, convicted of murder—a 
remarkable event in New-York annals, owing 
to peculiar circumstances which marked his 
imprisonment in our old jail, now converted 
into the Hall of Records. There were, about 
the period to which I now refer, other occur- 
rences of singular influence in those days. 

Crowther and Levi Weeks were both con- 
fined in this debased prison because of high 
crimes, and many were incarcerated for debt. 
There was, nevertheless, an atmosphere of 
some intellect immolated within its cells; and 
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for the first, and I believe the only time in 
this country, a newspaper was issued for some 
duration from its walls, entitled Z'he 

isoner of Hope. The Wilberforce impulse 
of that crisis had much to do with the move- 
ment; and no abolition paper of even later 
dates plead more earnestly in behalf of en- 
slaved humanity, by graphic illustrations and 
literary talent, than did 7’he Prisoner of Hope. 
At that day, many newspapers had their spe- 
dific motto, and that of 7'he Prisoner of Hope 
was in these words: 

Oe air ak Wades tha erected dete’ 

All look to thee when sorrow wrings the heart, 

To heal, by fature prospect, present smart. 

Naturalists tell us that this eligible site was 
onee characterized by the gracefal foliage of 
the pride of the American forests, the lofty 
sos ge the platanus occidentalis. It must 

er increase our interest in the spot, to 
be assured that through its shades strolled 
our Franklin, in company with that lover of 
rural scenery, the botanist Kalm—an occur- 
rence not unlike the interesting one of the ex- 
cursions of Linnssus with Hans Sloane, in the 
Royal Gardens, near London. Here, too, the 
d pigeon was taken in great abundance; 
while in the Common (now Park) those pri- 
mitive inhabitants of the city, the Beekman 
family, with the old doctor at their head, shot 
deer and other game in their field sports. 
But enough at present of the locality where 
this anniversary is held. 

The history of the American periodical 
press, if given with any thing like fidelity and 
minuteness, would occupy several hours; it 
is a noble specimen of our triumphs as a free 

ple, and of our determination so to remain; 
t has demonstrated the progress of know- 
ledge, and the intrepidity of New- Yorkers, as 
much as any one series of facts or occurrences 
we could summon for illustration. Every- 
body within this hall is aware that William 
Bradford was the first in time of the news- | 
paper publishers of New-York. His gazette 
made its earliest appearance in October, 1725, 
four years after James, the brother of Benja- 
min Franklin, began the New England Cour- 
ant—this being seventeen years after the 
commencement of the Boston News Letter, 
the first regular newspaper commenced in 
North America. I advert to this circum- 
stance because we possess the completest file 
of that earliest of the journals of our land 
now in existence. The copy in the library 
of the Massachusetts Historical Society was 
presented that institution by the famous anti- 
guard. Dr. Eliot; that in our own Historical 

iety is the file which was preserved by Pro- 
fessor McKean, of Harvard University, who 
bequeathed it te the Rev. T. Alden, from 
‘whom I purchased it and deposited it where 
it now remains. 

From Franklin’s 
was a sorry individ 


ee on Bradford 
, of low cunning, and 





sinister; yet I must not deal harshly with 


him. His, I believe, was the ‘first ti 
es set up in New-York: he blicned the 

ws,*and other state papers, he was the 
grandfather of Bradford, afterwards Attor- 
ney-General of the United States; and as 
from his loins proceeded Thomas Bradford, 
the adventurous and patriotic publisher of 
Rees’s Oyclopedia—the most enterprising of 
the craft, and our test patron of engrav- 
ers—I desire to hold him in grateful memory. 
Our second newspaper was the New-York 
Weekly Journal, commenced about three 
years after Bradford’s. John Peter Zenger, 
its proprietor, was a German by birth, a pa- 
latine, and something of a scholar; a man 
of enlarged liberality, patriotic, and an ad- 
vocate of popular rights. He attacked the 
measures of the provincial Governor and 
Council, was subjected toa prosecution by 
the officers of the crown, and was brought to 
trial in 1735, when Andrew Hamilton, the Re- 
corder of Philadelphia, came to this city and 
successfully defended him. I have before 
stated that the late illustrious Gouverneur 
Morris considered the decision of that case in 
behalf of the press as the dawn of that liberty 
which subsequently revolutionized America. 
To the ladies now present, the lovers of sweet 
sounds, it may not be uninteresting to know 
that the first piano forte (harpsichord) irmport- 
ed into America, arrived in this city for the 


| musical gratification of the family of the noble 


Zenger. 

But I can say at this time little concerning 
newspapers. Our worthy associate in good 
works, Edwin Williams, has lately issued a 
memoir of much value on the subject, to which 
I must refer you. I regret that his catalogue 
of early journals is somewhat defective. As 
he justly observes, our Historical Society is 
wonderfully rich in these interesting docv- 
ments. Our most precious treasures in that 
way are, unquestionably, the Rivington Royal 
Gazette, the old New- York Daily Advertiser, 
containing debates on the State Constitution, 
the American Citizen and Republican Watoh 
Tower, the New-York Evening Post, and the 
Commercial Advertiser, through a long series, 
the New- York American, the Tehasen t Re- 
Jlector, containing the patriotic Essays on Tol- 
eration, by William Livingston, of New Jersey, 
and the Zime-Piece of New-York, replete with 
invective against the Mee Administra- 
tion—whose editor, Philip Freneau, verbally 
assured me that its most vituperative features 
were from suggestions of Jefferson, during the 
crisis in our sp affairs provoked by Citi- 
zen Genet. But I must hasten to other topics. 

Among the most conspicuous editors and 
et aa of gazettes whom I have personally 

nown was Noah Webster, now so famous for 
his Dictionary. At the time I knew him, some 
forty years ago, he was in person somewhat 
above the ordinary heiglit, slender, with gray 
eyes, and a keen aspect ; remarkable for neat- 
ness in dress, and characterized by an ereet 
walk, a broad hat, and a long cue, much after 
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with philologists h 
esr with equal justice be said that 
he is to sath a ot rnc 
author of importance, for his History of Pes- 


sitive man, of great tenacity of opinion, which 
he cherished by intercourse with many of the 
leading patriots and politicians who were 
among us some thirty years ago. He almost 
leaned on the arm of the inflexible Timothy 
Pickering, and rag me younger days, held 
communion with ilton, John Wells and 
Rufus King. I shall never forget how the death 
of the immortal Hamilton subdued his feel- 
When Gouverneur Morris delivered his 
felicitous eulogy from the portals of old Trinity 
Ohurch, over the dead body of the noble 
, with grief in every countenance, and 
anguish in every heart, Coleman’s acuteness 
of feeling paralyzed every movement of his 
frame, and drowned every faculty of his mind. 
While on this topic, the decease of Hamilton, 
I may state an anecdote, the import of which 
ean be readily understood. It was not long 
prior to the time of his death that the new 
and authentic edition of The Federalist was 
published by George F. Hopkins. Hopkins 
told me of the delicacy with which Hamilton 
listened to his proposition to print a new edi- 
tion of these papers. ‘“ They are demanded 
by the spirit of the times and the desire of 
ok ,” said Hopkins. “Do you really 


the e 

think, Mr. Hopkins, that those fugitive essays 
will be read, if reprinted?” asked Hamilton ; 
“well, give me a few days to consider,” said 


he. ‘ Will this not be a good oppportunity, 
Gen. Hamilton,” rejoined aes a “ to revise 
them, and, if so, to make, perhaps, alterations, 
if necessary, in some parts?” “ No, sir, if 
reprinted, they must stand exactly as at first, 
not a word of alteration. A comma may be 
inserted or left out, but the work must under- 
go no change whatever.” 

A few days had elapsed when, on the next 
interview, General Hamilton agreed to the re- 
print, with the express condition. that he him- 
self must inspect the revised proofs. Nota 
word was ever altered. “ You think some- 
thing of the papers?” says Hamilton to the 

rinter. “Mr. Hopkins, let them be issued. 
Floretofore, sir, I have given the people com- 
mon milk ; hereafter, shortly, sir, I shall give 
them strong meat.” What the Union lost by 
that fatal duel, the Deity only knows. 

Coleman was a writer of grammatical ex- 
cellence, though occasionally sadly at fault in 
force of diction. Under the influence of some 
perverse conceits, he would labor for months 
to establish a theoretical doctrine, or to elu- 





cidate a useless proposition. It was hard] 
in the power of mortals ever to alter his — 
ions w. — apnea That cota pre 
was as con’ us as “pox; sku 
(the scutellaria) was a specific for Seloche. 
bia; that Napoleon wanted the requisites of 
a military chieftain, were among the crotch- 
ets of his brain. The everlasting tractates 
which he put forth on these and other sub- 
jects, well in the present day of editorial 
rowess scarcely be tolerated in a chronicle 
pending on public patronage. Ooleman had 
read extensively on medical topics, and was 
the principal writer of that able and elabo- 
rate Oriticism of Miller’s Report on the Yel- 
low Fever in New-York, addressed to Gov- 
ernor Lewis, and printed in the second vol- 
ume of the American Medical and Philosophi- 
cal Register. 

Coleman would underrate the best public 
services, if rendered by a political oppo- 
nent. Chancellor Livingston found no quar- 
ters with him for his instrumentality in the 
Louisiana purchase. He would ride a hobby 
todeath. During the many years in which I 
read the Post, I can summon to recollection 
no contributions on any subject, made to that 
paper, that ever awakened one half the at- 
tention which was enlisted by the felicitous 
productions of our poet Halleck, and the la- 
mented Dr. Drake, under the names of Croak- 
er, and Croaker & Co. 

For numerous years I have well known 
Charles Holt, once editor of the Bee, du- 
ring John Adams’s administration, and after- 
wards of the New-York Columbian, during 
Dewitt Olinton’s gubernatorial career. I am 
unable to tell you whether he is still among 
the living. I would estimate his age, if so, 
as approaching ninety years. He was alump 
of benevolence, and a strenuous advocate of 
the great internal improvement policy of 
New-York. He comes forcibly to my mind 
this evening, because in 1798 he wrote a his- 
tory of the yellow fever in New London, and 
every now and then I find him quoted in 
medical books as Dr. Holt, just as his prede- 
cessor, who wrote on the yellow fever in Phil- 
adelphia, of 1798, stands in bold relief as Dr. 
Matthew Carey. 

Nathaniel Carter is vividly impressed on 
my recollection; he had very considerable 
literary taste; was many years editor of the 
New-York Statesman ; and after his visit to 
Europe, published his Letters on his tour, in 
two large volumes. His merit was only equal- 
led by his modesty. He was strongly devoted 
to Dewitt Clinton and the Erie Canal; with 
becoming tenacity he cherished much regard 
for his eastern brethren, and was the first I 
think who introduced his personal friend, our 
constitutional expositor, Daniel Webster, to 
the Bread and Cheese Lunch, founded by J.. 
Fenimore Cooper, at which sometimes met, in 
familiar discussions, such minds as those of 
Chief Justice Jones, Peter A. Jay, Henry 
Storrs, Professor Renwick, John Anthon, 
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Oharles King, John Duer, and others of like | State 


intellectual calibre. Oarter was of a feeble 


frame, etragglin with pulmonary annoyance, 
from which fied early. He was little in- bet 


itiated in the trickery of —s controversy. 
His heart was filled with the kindliest feel- 
of which nature is susceptible. 

y Se with the late Colonel 
Stone, so long connected with the Commer- 
cial A iser, commenced while he was 
the efficient editor of the Albany Daily Ad- 
vertiser. His devotion to the best interests 
of the state and country ; his extensive know- 
ledge of American history; his patriotic 
feeling evinced on all occasions in behalf 
of our injured Aborigines; his biographies 
of Red Jacket and Brandt ; his great political 
consistency during so many years—all com- 
mend him to our kindest and most grateful 
recollections. That he was cut off at a com- 
paratively early age, was the result of his se- 
vere and unremitting literary toils. With a 
touching patience, he endured an agonizing 
illness, nor did he cease his useful labors till 
exhausted nature forbade farther efforts. 

About the time of the death of Colonel 
Stone, New-York lost a valuable promoter of 
its substantial iuterests by the demise of John 
Pintard. His career is still fresh in the 
memories of those who cherish the actions 
of the benevolent and humane. He was a 
native of this city (born in 1759), where he 
passed the greater part of his life, and died 
in 1844, in his eighty-sixth year. He was 
connected with the newspaper press in the 
earlier times of the Daily Advertiser. Pin- 
tard was well acquainted with nearly all the 
distinguished public characters at the period 
of the adoption of our constitution. Possess- 
ed of sound attainments by his Princeton 
College education, the ardor of his patriotism 
displayed itself by his uniting with a body 
of his college companions, in a military 
movement, in the revolutionary contest. He 
afterwards returned for a while to his alma 
mater, with the approbation of President 
Witherspoon. He was next appointed a sub- 
commissioner for American prisoners in New- 
York, and had frequent intercourse with the 
notorious Cunningham, the keeper of the 
Provost; visited the Sugar House, occupied 
by the unfortunate prisoners of war, in Crown 
street (now Liberty street); the Dutch Church 
in Nassau street, the Scotch Church in Little 
Queen street (now Cedar street), and also 
the Friends’ Meeting House in Queen street 
(now Pearl street), near Cherry street, all 
filled with the wretched victims of tyranny. 
He interceded in their behalf with the Ger- 
man General Heister, and with Henry Clinton, 
the British commander. He became acquaint- 
ed with Knyphausen, William Smith the histo- 
rian of New-York, Lord Howe, and others, and 
he has described, as an eye-witness, the scenes 
occurring at Washington’s inauguration, in 
1789. He was an advocate of the Federal po- 
licy of that day, and was a member of our 





Legislature when it held its sessions in 
city. Time forbids my detailing the ob- 
to which he directed his attention dur- 
& long career of usefulness. Several of 
our important municipal regulations still in 
force were by him. He was an 
earnest champion and successful advocate for 
the incorporation of the Bank of New-York. 
He was one of the founders of the Tammany 
Society, in those days made up of gentlemen 
of all political parties, and the express object 
of which was to preserve the history and ha- 
bits of our red rp ek He org tony 99 
of a Registry of Mortality in this city, an 
was appointed the first Olty Toagecter’: The 
New-York Historical Society must look upon 
him as its chief founder. me of its most 
precious treasures are fruits of his munifi- 
cence. He was among the most strenuous, 
with Bishop Hobart, in establishing and in- 
creasing the library of the Protestant Episco- 
pal Seminary, and was not deficient of con- 
tributions towards it. He was active with 
Elias Boudinot in projecting the American 
Bible Society. The first Bank of Savings 
mainly originated with him. He revived the 
Chamber of Commerce after its long repose. 
He convened the first assemblage of our citi- 
zens at the Park, for the purpose of obtaining 
a public expression of opinion in favor of the 
Canal policy for connecting the Erie and the 
Hudson, and this at a period when the spirit 
of party strife had widely scattered doubts 
pos ridicule on the contemplated movement. 


this 


In the war of 1812, when paper money in 
small bills largely became our currency, Mr. 
Pintard was the person who caused those 
well-known mottoes, “Mind your own 


business,” “Never despair,” “Economy is 
wealth,” and others of a like import, chiefly 
drawn from Franklin, to surround the designa- 
tions of the value of the money. He had, I be- 
lieve, done a like service in our revolutionary 
times. He carried the measure of having the 
British names of our streets changed to the 
modern ones they are now known by. I have 
noticed these few circumstances concerning 
him, because I wish it to be impressed on 
your memories that the editors and proprie- 
tors of public journals are often zealous in 
good measures not necessarily connected with 
their immediate vocation. Pintard enjoyed 
an intimacy with booksellers and authors. 
He and Freneau, a native also of this city, 
and his contemporary, had often been in 
close communion, as patriots of the revolu- 
tion. This essential difference, however, ob- 
tained between them. Pintard was a fede- 
ralist; Freneau an antifederalist. Old Riv- 
ington had often a hard time with them. 
The sordid tory could neither endure the 
conservative republican principles of Pintard, 
nor the relentless bitterness of the sarcasm 
of Freneau. I shall only add that he was a 
student of many books, and an observer of 
men in every walk of life. He was of grave 
thought, yet often facetious in conversation. 
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years of medical practice, I have 

'y fell in with one richer in table-talk, or 
better supplied with te in life and letters. 
In his death, he manifested the strength of 


his religious faith, and resigned his spirit 
with a benignant. composure. But I am for- 
on the many excellences 
the public-spirited John 


bidden to enlar, 

and services of 
Pintard. 

Were we to dwell upon the excellence of a 

according to its merits, I should have 

rouch to say of Morning Chronicle, a pa- 

pee established in this ety ay the year 1802. 

e@ leading editor was Dr. Peter Irving, a 
gentleman of refined address, scholastic at- 
tainments, and elegant erudition. It exhibit- 
ed great power in its editorial capacity, and 
was the vehicie of much literary matter from 
the abundance and ability of its correspond- 
ence. If I do not greatly err, in this paper 
Washington Irving first appeared as an au- 
thor, by his series of dramatic criticisms, over 
the signature of Jonathan Oldstyle. The 
only poetic writer of whose effusions I now 
retain any recollection was Miss Smith, the 
sister of the late Thomas R. Smith. Her 
pieces were known by the signature of Clara; 
and in bringing together the effusions of the 
early female poets, Dr. Griswold, in his 

raiseworthy zeal in behalf of American 
iterature, might well have increased in 
value his interesting collection by specimens 
of the productions of Miss Smith. 

The omission, in these reminiscences, of 
some notice of John Lang, would be so quick- 
ly discovered, that I am necessarily compelled 
to dwell for a moment on the character and 
services of one who, for a long succession of 
years, filled a notable place in our newspaper 
annals. Lang was of Scotch descent, but the 

lace of his birth, I believe, was New-York. 

‘or some forty or more years, Lang’s Ga- 
eette was recognized as the leading mercan- 
tile advertiser, and the patronage which it 
received from the business world was such 
as doubtless secured ample returns to its pro- 
prietor. The distinction of the paper was 
unquestionably its attention to the shipping 
interests of this commercial emporium. As 
a journal of either political or miscellaneous 
matter it was sadly deficient. Lang adhered 
to his “ arrivals” as the prominent object of 
consideration, and the mightiest changes of 
revolutions, in actions or opinions, found but 
astinted record in his widely-diffused journal. 
Rarely, indeed, did our acknowledged politi- 
cians or essayists seek its columns for the 
promulgation of their ideas, and its editorial 
displays were generally tormentingly feeble. 
Nevertheless, it was in this gazette, then un- 
der the control of Lang and McLean, that 
General Hamilton first gave to the public his 
numbers of The Federalist. There is often 
to be found in one daily issue of the Post, the 
Courier and Enquirer, the Journal of Com- 
merce, the Herald, the Tribune, or the Times 
of these days, more thought, nice disqnisi- 





tion, and real knowledge which awakens the 
contemplation of the statesman and politician, 
than the New- York Gazette contained during 
a twelvemonth; and yet it flourished. The 
traits of ’s character were unwavering 
devotion to his pursuits; no one could excel 
him in the kindness of his demeanor; uncon- 
scious of the penury of his intellectual pow- 
ers, he at times, unwittingly became the 
pliant agent of designing individuals, and 
from the blunders into which he was led, his 

tismal name, John, seemed easily conver- 

into that of Solomon, by which specifica- 
tion much of his correspondence was main- 
tained. He bore the pleasantry with grate- 
ful composure. 

With a characteristic aneedote I must dis- 
miss the name of Lang. The discussions of a 
point in chronology, which occurred on the 
commencement of the present century, awak- 
ened some attention with mathematicians and 
astronomers abroad, and among many with us. 
The learned and pious Dr. Kunze, after much 
investigation, addressed a communication on 
the vexed question to Mr. Lang. He had ad- 
verted to the Gregorian style in his’ letter, 
and had mentioned Pope Gregory. The faith- 
ful Gazette printed the article Tom Gregory: 
the venerable Doctor hastened to his friend, 
and remonstrated on the injury he had done 
him, and requested the erratum to specify, 
instead of Tom Gregory, Pope Gregory XIII. 
Again an alteration was made, and the Ga- 
zette requested its readers, for Tom Gregory 
to read Pope Tom Gregory XIII. Only 
one more attempt at correction was made, 
when the compositor had its typography so 
changed that it read Tom Gregory, the Pope. 
The Jearned divine, with a heavy heart, ina 
final interview with the erudite editor, beg- 
ged him to make no further improvements, 
as he dreaded the loss of all the reputation 
his years of devotion to the subject had se- 
cured tohim. This Dr. Kunze was long a 
prominent minister of the German Lutheran 
Church of this city. He was the preceptor 
in Philadelphia of Henry Stuber, author of 
the continuation of the life of our Socrates, 
Dr. Franklin: a work executed with much 
ability. He was a physician, and a most de- 
lectable character. Many years ago, I was so 
fortunate as to procure some materials for a 
biography of him, and Dr. Sparks has cour- 
teously given them a place in his invaluable 
edition of Dr. Franklin’s works. Justice to 
the departed Lang demands that I should 
add that he was agentleman of the old 
school, of great moral excellence, and as 4 
husband and a father most exemplary ; deep- 
ly devoted to the interests of this city, and 
evincing a philanthropic spirit on every be- 
coming occasion. He died at an advanced 
age; but his career was shortened by the 
great fire, in this city, in 1885. That vast 
destruction in his beloved New-York was an 
oppressive weight upon his heart. 

Major Noah has so recently departed from 
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, us, and the expectation that his active 
Ife will soon find a biographer is so general, 
that it seems un on the present oc- 
easion to speak at any length concerning him. 
I knew him well some thirty-five years. In 
religion a Jew, he was tolerant of all creeds, 
with equal amenity ; his natural parts were 
of a remarkable order; few excelled him in 
industry, none in temperance and sobriety. 
He wrote for many journals, and established 
several. By his Travels in Africa he became 
known as an author. His work on the Ado- 
lition of Imprisonment for Debt was widely 
read. He was lively in converse, and a most 
social companion. His literary compositions, 
though not always pure in style, often show- 
eda nice sense of the ludicrous and a love 
ofhumor. He abounded in anecdote. Mr. 
Matthews, from his personal knowledge, has 
not overdrawn the character of Noah. He 
the organ of benevolence on a 
seale. It is to be regretted that by his 
itical vacillations his talents finally lost al] 
inflnence in public councils and affairs. 

We are susceptible of the pleasures and the 
pains of memory. A retrospect will confirm 
this declaration on many occasions. It is so 
in our contemplation’ of a newspaper; and 
in no instance have I been more sensible of 
this than when considering the origin, the 
career, and the termination of the New- York 
American. Its prominent projector was Jobn- 
son Verplanck, a native of this city, of a con- 
spicuvus family, whose mental qualities were 
of a robust order, and whose classical attain- 
ments entitled him to distinction. With the 
countenance and assistance of enlightened as- 
sociates, he soon acquired for the American 
macs for eminent talents, great inde- 
pendence in opinion, and the most perfect 
freedom in scrutinizing public acts, and in lit- 
erary and artistic criticism. Mr. Verplanck 
was one of the writers of the Buck Tail Bards, 
a satirical poem, of Hudibrastic flavor. He 
died in 1829. The American fell then into 
other hands, and for a long succession of years 
was editorially sustained by one who had 
often previously enriched its columns with his 
lucubrations. I allude to Charles King, now 
President of Columbia College. It was soon 
demonstrated to the satisfaction of its patrons, 
that, although under a new government, and 
its supplies derived from another source, its 
nutrition was not less wholesome and pro- 
ductive. For many years it claimed the ad- 
miration of the conservators of constitutional 
right and of critical taste. It was conducted 
with a manly boldness. Its tone gave digni- 
ty to political disquisition, though its manner 
was sometimes dreaded by objects of its ani- 
madversion : if its censures were occasionally 
severe, its approbation was the more highly 
appreciated: it was a record of historical 
value; nor can I comprehend why, in this 
age of universal reading in journalism, its ca- 
Teer was closed. Its many volumes must 
hereafter be ranked with the once famous 





National Gazette of Robert Walsh, and the 
National woe eae of —— & — Its 
distinguished editor, satisfied that for so lon 
a period he nad performed his part in the ve 
motion of woe with singleness of 
purpose, in behalf of the city, the state and 
the nation, may have sought that relief from 
mental vare which is often secured by change 
of occupation. When I cast a thought over 
the hours I have spent in reading the Ame- 
rican, I feel as Whitfield has expressed him- 
self on a different occasion, “I am glad, but 
I am sorry ;” glad that I have had so long the 
pleasure of being informed by its perusal; 
sorry that the opportunity no longer exists. 
In closing this short list of editors, I feel 
justified in deviating for a moment in my 
chronology by a word or two on the charac- 
ter and death of one whom I have ever con- 
sidered the ablest writer we have had in our 
public journals. He has been already inci- 
dentally mentioned. I allude to James Cheet- 
ham. He succeeded as editor of Greenleaf’s 
paper, calling it the American Citizen. Cheet- 
was an English radical; had left Man- 
chester for this country, and was by trade a 
hatter. His personal appearance was im- 
pressive; tall, athletic, with a martial bear- 
ing in his walk, a forehead of great breadth 
and dimensions, and penetrating gray eyes, 
he seemed authoritative wherever he might 
be. He arrived in this country at a period 
of perplexing excitement in the times of Ad- 
ams’s administration and Jefferson’s entrance 
into the presidency. He found many to 
countenance his radicalism, as Teunis Wort- 
man, James Dennison, Charles Christian and 
others—men whom we might call liberals, 
both in religion and in politics. Accidental 
circumstances made me well acquainted with 
him, so early as the summer of 1808, He 
was then universally known as the champion 
of Jefferson, of Governor George Clinton, and 
of De Witt Clinton. He was a most unflineh- 
ing partisan writer, and with earnestness as- 
serted the advantages arising from the 
session of Louisiana, countenanced Blind Pal- 
mer, the lecturer on Deism, and congratu- 
lated the public on the return to America of 
Thomas Paine. He ever remained an active 
advocate of old George Clinton, but his friend- 
ship was suddenly turned into hatred of Paine, 
and his life of that once prominent but wreteh- 
ed individual demonstrates the rancor of his 
temper. The murderous death of Hamilton, 
I think, had a strong influence on him. No 
sooner had he breathed his last than Cheet- 
ham extolled him as the greatest of patriots. 
Many speak of Cheetham as at times bolding 
the pen of Junius—a judgment sustained » 
some of his ee mount and essays. He 
possessed a magnificent library, was a great 
reader, and studied Burke and -Shakspeare 
more than any other authors. I know no- 
thing against his moral character. His death, 
however, was most remarkable: he had re- 
moved with his family to a country resi 








some three miles from the city, in the sum- 
mer of 1809. A few days afterwards he ex- 
posed himself to malaria, by walking without 
a hat, through the fields, under a burning 
September sun. He was struck with a com- 
ion of ills—fever, congestion of the 

in, and great cerebral distress. The ma- 
pay apy his case soon foretold to his phy- 
ician, Dr. Hosack, the uncertainty of his re- 
covery. Being at that time a student of 
medicine, I was requested to watch him; on 
the second day of his sickness, his fever rag- 
ing higher, he betrayed a disturbed intellect. 
On the night of the third day raving mania 
set in. Incoherently he®cailed his family 
around him, and addressed his sons as to their 
peculiar avocations for life, giving advice to 
one ever to be temperate in all things, and to 
another urging the importance of knowledge. 
After midnight he became much worse, and 
was. ungovernable. With herculean strength 
he now raised himself from his pillow; with 
eyes of meteoric fierceness, he grasped his 
bed covering, and in a most vehement but 
id articulation, exclaimed to his sons, 
ys! study Bolingbroke for style, and 
Locke for sentiment.” He spoke no more. 
In a moment life had departed. His funeral 
was a solemn mourning of his political frienda. 

Paine has been referred too. I have often 
seen him at the different places of his resi- 
dence in this city, now in Partition-street, 
now in Broome-street, &c. His localities 
were not always the most agreeable. In 
Partition-street, near the market, a portion 
of his tenement was occupied for the display 
of wild beasts. Paine generally sat, taking 
an airing, at the lower front windows, the 
gazed-at of all passers by. Jarvis, the paint- 
er, was often his visitor, and was fortunate 
enough to secure that inimitable plaster cast 
of his head and features, which, at his re- 
quest, I deposited with the New-York Histor- 
ieal Society. While at that work, Jarvis ex- 
claimed, “I shall secure him to a nicety, if I 
am so fortunate as to get plaster enough for 
his carbuncled nose.” Jarvis thought this 
bust of Paine his most successful undertaking 
as a sculptor. 

I shall trespass some moments by giving a 
few reminiscences concerning booksellers and 
publishers. There are many, of this profes- 
sional order, whose character and influ- 
ence might justly demand a detailed account. 
Spence himself would find among them an- 
ecdotes worthy consideration in the world of 
letters. I must, however, write within circum- 
scribed limits. The first in my immediate re- 
collection is Everet Duyckinck. He was a 
middle-aged man, whtn I, a boy, was occasion- 
ally at his store, an ample and old-fashioned 
building, at the corner of Pearl-street and Old 
Slip. He was grave in his demeanor, and 
somewhat taciturn; of great simplicity in 
dress; accommodatiag and courteous. He 
must have been rich in lite recollections. 
He for a long while occupied his excellent 





stand for business, and was quite extensively 
as a publisher and seller. He was a 
sort of Mr. Newbury, so precious to juvenile 
memories in the olden times. He largely 
dealt with that order of books, for elementa- 
instruction, which were popular abroad, 
just about the close of our revolutionary war 
and at the adoption of our Constitution—Old 
Dyche, and his pupil Dilworth, and Perry, and 
Sheridan. As education and literature ad- 
vanced, he brought forward, by reprints, John- 
son and Chesterfield, and Vicissimus Knox, 
and a host of others. His store was the nu- 
cleus of the Connecticut teachers and intel- 
lectual products, and Barlow and Webster, 
and Morse and Riggs, found in him a patron of 
their works in poetry and their school books. 
Bunyan; Young, Watts, Doddridge and Bax- 
ter, must have been issued by his enterprise in 
innumerable thousands throughout the old 
thirteen States ; and the English Primer, now 
improved into the American Primer, with its 
captivating emendations, as 
The royal oak, it was the tree 
That saved his Royal Majesty; 
changed to the more simple couplet— 


Oak’s not as 
- As hickory“wood ; 
and the lines— 
Whales in the sea 
God's voice obey ; 


now modified without loss of its poetic fire— 
By Washington, 
Great deeds were done— 
led captivity captive, and had an unlimited 
circulation, for the better diffusion of know- 
ledge and patriotism throughout the land. As 
our city grew apace, and both instructors and 
their functions enlarged, he engaged in the 
Latin classics. Having a little Latin about 
me, it became my duty to set up at the print- 
ing office of Lewis Nicholls, Duyckinck’s re- 
print of De Bello Gallico. The edition was 
edited by a Mr. Rudd. He was the first edi- 
tor I ever saw; I looked on him with school- 
boy admiration when I took him the proofs. 
What alterations or improvements he made 
in the text of Oudendorp, I never ascertained. 
This, however, must have been among the 
beginnings of that American practice, still 
prevailing among us, of having in reprints 
of even the mostimportant works from abroad, 
for better circulation, the name of some one as 
editor, inserted on the title-page. Mr. Duyck- 
inck was gifted with great business talents, 
and estimated as a man of punctuality and of 
rigid integrity in fiscal matters. He was the 
first who had the entire Bible, in duodecimo, 
preserved—set up in forms—the better to 
supply, at all times, his patrons. This was 
before stereotype plates were adopted. He 
gave to the Harpers the first job of print- 
ing they executed—whether Tom Thumb or 
Wesley’s Primitive Physic, I do not know. 
The acorn has become the pride of the for- 
est—the Cliff-street tree, whose roots and 
branches now ramify all the land. Duyckinck 
faithfully carried out the proverbs of Frank- 
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lin, and the sayings of Noah Webster’s Promp- 
ter, He was by bifth and action a genuine 


er. 
There was, about forty years ago, an indi- 
vidual somewhat remarkable in several re- 
whose bookstore was in Maiden Lane 
—William Barlas. He was by birth a Scotch- 
man, and was brought rm to the ministry ; 
bat from causes which I never learned, he 
relinquished that vocation in his native land, 
and assumed that of a bookseller in this city. 
He was reputed to be a ripe scholar. He 
dealt almost exclusively in the classics, and 
for numerous years imported the editions in 
usum Delphini, for the students in our schools 
and colleges. Hardly a graduate among us, 
of the olden time, can have forgotten hin— 
Irving, Verplanck, John Anthon, and Pauld- 
ing, can doubtless tell much of him. When, 
on @ large scale, was commenced in Philadel- 
reprints of the Latin and Greek wri- 
ters, poor Mr. Barlas’s functions were nearly 
annihilated. I mention him here from his re- 
lation to the advancement of learning in my 
juvenile days. His opinion on the varivus 
editions was deemed conclusive ; and he con- 
trolled the judgment as well as the pocket of 
the purchaser. He was long in epistolary 
correspondence with “the friend of Cowper,” 
as geome call him—old John Newton of Lon- 
don; and I have often wondered that no en- 
rise has yet brought forward, in a new 
edition of the writings of Newton, their cor- 
respondence. It is not for me to dwell on 
the contrast, so striking, between the present 
period and that to which I have just advert- 
ed, when even professors of Colleges were 
controlled in their opinions of books by the 
dicta of a bookseller. Such was the fact some 
forty or fifty years ago. What would be the 
reply of our Professor Anthon, of Columbia 
College, to a bookseller who assumed such au- 
thority? of him whose love and devotion to 
the philosophy of the classics has led him al- 
ready in so many works to spread before the 
cogitative scholars, of both worlds, the deep- 
est researches of antiquarian disquisition and 
philological lore, evincing that America is not 
tardy in a just appreciation of the excellencies 
of those treasures which enriched a Bentley, 
& Horseley, a Porson, and a Parr. 

Those of our literary connoisseurs who cast 
&retrospective glance over days long past, 
may awaken into memory that delicately con- 
structed and pensive-looking man, of Pearl- 
street, recognized by the name of Charles 
Smith. I believe he was a New-Yorker. 
Pulmonary suffering was his physical infirmi- 
ty—his relief, tobacco, the fumes of which 
ever surronnded him like a halo. He abound- 
ed in the gloom and ‘glory of the American 
Revolution, and published, with portraits, na- 
merous diagrams of the campaigns of the war 
in the Military Repository, a work of great 
fidelity, in which it is thought he was aided 
by Baron Steuben and General Gates. Asa 
bibliopolist, little need be said of him. But 





the curious in knowledge will not overlook 
him as the first who popularly made known 
to the English reader the names of Kotzebue 
and Schiller. Several of the novels and plays 
of these German authors were done into Eng- 
lish by him ; and, with William Dunlap, both 
asa translator and as a theatrical manager, 
The Stranger and other plays were presented 
to the cultivators of the drama in New-York 
long before their appearance in London, or the 
ublication of Thompson’s German Theatre. 
t is a circumstance worthy of notice, that 
the Rev. Mr. Will, then of this city, added to 
the stock of our literary treasures, by other 
translations into the English, such as the Con- 
stant Lovers, &c., of Kotzebue, before, I be- 
lieve, any r ized English version appeared 
abroad. But I must leave this subject for the 
fuller investigation of the learned Dr. Schmidt 
professor of German, in Columbia College. 
David Longworth’s name is a good deal 
blended with the progress of American lite- 
rature during years gone by. He was by 
birth a New Jerseyman; and the publication 
of his City Directory, for some thirty or 
more years, gave him snfficient notoriety ; 
while his Shaksperean Gallery introdu 
him to many of the cultivators of the fine 
arts, at a period when Trambull and Jarvis 
were our prominent painters. Longworth 
had been brought up as a printer, at a daily 
press, but he seems early to have got a taste 
for copper-plate engraving, accurate printing, 
and elegant binding. With determined en- 
ergy he issued an edition of Telemachus, 
which, for beauty of typography and paper, 
was luoked upon, by the lovers of choice 
books, as a rich specimen of our art. His 
Belles- Lettres Repository no less evinced his 
taste in the elegantia literarum. He was, 
nevertheless, a man of many strange notions. 
It is well known that about the commence- 
ment of the eighteenth century, in our Eng- 
lish books, printed in the mother country, the 
substantive words were almost always begun 
with a capital; the like practice obtained in 
many newspapers; but Longworth, not con- 
tent with the partial change which time had 
brought about, of sinking these prominent 
and advantageous upper case type, waged a 
war of extermination against almost every 
capital in the case, and this curious deformity 
is found in many of his publications, as 
british america, and london docks. Even in 
poetry, of the first word, he tolerated only 
small letters at the beginning of the lines. 
His practice, however, found no imitators, 
though ’tis said that it first began in Paris. 
His bookstore, at a central situation by the 
Park, with works of taste classically displayed, 
afforded an admirable lounge for the littera- 
teurs of that day. Here, when Hodgkinson, 
and Hallam, and Cooper, and Oooke were 
at the zenith of their histrionic career in the 
Park Theatre, adjacent, might be seen a 
group of poets and prose writers, who, in 
their generation, added to the original off- 
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rown, Dun erp ‘essen- 
Brown, Danl Alsop, Peter Irving, and the 
now universally famed Washington Irving. 

I must note a circumstance of some im- 
port on the state of letters among us about 
those times. Longworth had secured from 
abroad a copy of the first edition, in quarto, 
of Scott's Lay of the Last Minstrel, and de- 
termined to reprint it; yet, not satisfied 
with his own judgment, he convened a 
meeting of his literary friends to settle the 
matter. The committee, after solemn delib- 
eration, suggested his venturing to reproduce 
only the introductions to the cantos, as an ex- 
periment, in order to ascertain the public 
taste. Would I speak in terms toostrong if I 
affirmed that since that committee sat, mil- 
lions of copies of the numerous volumes of 
Sir Walter Scott have been bought by the 
reading world in America. My circle of lit- 
erary. acquaintance was a good deal enlarged 
by the coteries I now and then found at 
Longworth’s, as he was not backward in 
seizing opportunities of issuing new works, 
when from their nature they might excite 
the appetite of the curious. No publication 
of his so effectually secured this end, as the 
Salmagundi, in 1807, sent forth in bi-weekly 
numbers by young Irving and his friend 
Paulding. When we are apprised that some 
few of our meiocgee citizens, who sus- 
tained the stroke of that literary scimetar so 
long ago, still survive among us, I think we 
may argue from strong data for the salubrity 
of our climate. At Longworth’s, I first saw 
the youngest dramatic genius of the time, 
Howard Payne, then about fourteen years 
old, and who, ashort while after, appeared as 

oung Norval on the boards of the theatre. 
He was editor of the ian Mirror. 

Originally of Ireland, Hugh Gaine, upon 
his emigration to this country during our 
colonial dependence, set up in this city in 
1758 his Royal Gazette, the New-York Mer- 
cury. His fame as well as his patriotism is 
embalmed in the irony of Freneau. It is only 
as a bookseller that I knew him, in Hano- 
ver Square. He was then ata very advanced 
age. His savings rendered him in due time 
independent in pecuniary matters. We may 
safely infer that he was not surpassed in in- 
dustry, and that he was ever awake to the 
main chance, when we are assured that at the 
commencement of his journal, he collected 
his own news, set up his types, worked off 
his papers, folded his sheets, and personally 
distributed them to his subscribers. Franklin 
had done pretty nearly the same things before. 
Gaine, who in his after-life was an object of a 
good deal of curiosity to the citizens of the 
republic, enjoyed the consideration due to an 
honest man, and many kindly feelings. 

Many as were his merits, and great as was 
his annorgrien, Isaac Collins was most widely 
known, the latter part of his long career, by 
his editions of the works on grammar, an 





other school books, by the —— Lindle: 
Murray. As in the case Franklin, red 
earliest effort of magnitude was the printing 
Sewell’s History of the Quakers. The neat- 
ness and accuracy of his printing were famil- 
iarly remarked among readers; and these ex- 
cellencies he displayed in his quarto Bible, 
the first of that form which was printed in 
this country in 1790, Collins was a native 
of Delaware. He projected a weekly paper, 
the New Jersey Gazette, which he published 
at Burlington during the Revolution, and, 
some time after, upon strenuous Whig prin- 
ciples. He had authority, like Franklin, for 
the emission of paper money for the State 
Government. He removed to thiscity in 1796, 
and a few years after this time I knew him. 
As his career was, many portions of it, like 
Franklin’s, I had the greater admiration of 
him. He died in 1817. That he enjoyed 
the acquaintance of Franklin, of Rittenhouse 
and Rush, of Livingston of New Jersey, and 
others of the truest patriots in the great 
struggles of the country, may be inferred 
from his profession, his public station, his in- 
tegrity, and his general character. In the soei- 
ety of Friends he was prominent, and, like Tho- 
mas Eddy and Robert Bowne, he was occupied 
with hospitals, and ever zealous in good works. 
He did vast service to the city as a printer, and 
as such he is here introduced. 

The oldest inhabitants of our city may well 
recollect the bookstore of the Swords, Thomas 
and James. Some sixty years ago they be- 
gan operations in Pearl-street. They com- 
menced when New-York was little more than 
a village in population, and when literary 
projects were almost unknown. They deserve 
ample notice as most efficient pioneers, in 
their day, as printers and booksellers, and 
through a long career they held a high rank; 
they were assiduous and economical almost 
to a fault: their integrity was never doubted; 
their word was as good as their bond. They 
printed good works in more acceptations of 
the phrase than one. They did a great ser- 
vice to our scientific enterprise, in issuing the 
Medical Repository, the earliest journal of 
that kind, in the country. A literary period- 
ieal, of many years duration, was also print- 
ed by them, called the New- York Magazine. 
It was remarkable for the contributions of a 
society, self-named the Drone. Brockden 
Brown, William Dunlap, Anthony Bleecker, 
Josiah Ogden Hoffman, and James Kent (af- 
terwards the great Chancellor), were among 
the writers. William Johnson, the well- 
known Reporter, who died recently, was the 
last survivor of this club. Their store for a 
number of years was a rendezvous for pro- 
fessional men of different callings—divines, 
physicians, lawyers, with a sprinkling of the 
professed authors of those times, as Clifton, 
Low, Davis, &c. Its theological feature was 
its strongest; and the interest of epscopacy 
were here descanted on with the unction of 


d | godliness, by such men as Seabury of Con- 
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ang Seema of New-York, with good 
old Dr. and Dr. Hawks, my friends 
Drs. Berrian and McVicker of Columbia Col- 
jege, and the energetic Bishop Hobart, the 
basiest and most stirring man I ever knew. 
The Messrs. Swords were largely occupied in 
printing works on divinity, and were confess- 
ed the printers of sound orthodoxy long be- 
fore “the novelties which disturb our peace” 
had invoked polemical controversy. 

Ishould do injustice to my feelings were I 
in this rapid sketch to overlook the late James 
Eastburn, the founder of the first reading- 
room on @ becoming scale, in this country, 
and the publisher of the American edition of 
the Edinburgh and London Quarterly Reviews. 
He was a gentleman deserving of much esti- 
mation, of bland manners, and enthusiastic in 
his calling. He was curious in antiquarian 
literature and a great importer of the older 
authors. Many are the libraries enriched by 
his perseverance. Consumption wasted his 
generous frame, and he died at a compara- 
tively early age, to the deep regret of the 
scholar and the philanthropist. 

I should like, before I close this portion of 
these reminiscences, to awaken recollections 
of one or two other estimable individuals 
with whom I was long acquainted—George 
F. Hopkins and Jonathan Seymour. Hop- 
kins merits a biography ; he justly boasted 
that his edition of Robertson’s Charles V. 
was the most accurately printed work of the 
time. He was fastidious almost to a fault in 
typographical neatness. He printed only 
works of positive merit. His enterprise led 
him, now fifty years ago, to urge the craft to 
render themselves independent of imported 
types, by establishing type-foundries in the 
country. There were few indeed among us 
who knew practically much about the founts 
of Caslon, the Coryphiwsus of letter-founders. 
The Scotch hard-faced letter was then ex- 
tensively in ase. Hopkins induced the immi- 
gration to this country of the famous Binney 
and Ronaldson, whose great skill in the art 
was soon recognized, and from that era up 
to the present day competent judges affirm 
that our Bruce, White, Conner, and others, 
have accomplished all that is requisite in the 
type-founding business. Of Jonathan Sey- 
mour, it is enough to say, that at one period 
of his life he was more largely engaged than 
any of his rivals in printing from manuscripts 
—so well known and appreciated was his de- 
votion to his calling, and the accuracy of its 
results. In his death, the art lost one who 
had given it elevation, and society a man pos- 
sessed of the qualities of industry, temper- 
ance, honesty, and Christian philanthropy in 
the fullest measure. ~- 

Within a few days has departed from among 
us, at the of eighty years, a supporter of 
the press who long contributed to the diffu- 
sion of wholesome knowledge. I allude to 
Thomas Kirk. I shall terminate these no- 
tices by a striking occurrence, which involved 





him in great loss. He had determined, about 
the year 1801, to give the Christian commnu- 
nity an octavo edition, in large type, of the 
Book of Common Prayer, the first of that size 
from an American press. To secure the ut- 
most accuracy, he engaged, for a pecuniary 
consideration, the Rev. John Ireland, of 
Brooklyn, to revise the proofs. When the 
sheets were worked off, it was ascertained 
that the copy was an exact’ reprint, save in 
one particular. The critical acuinen of Ire- 
land had discovered, in the Apostles’ Creed, 
a “tautological error,” in the words, “ from 
thence he shall come.” The word “from” 
was superfluous, ungrammatical, and inele- 
gant, according to Ireland, and, accordingly, 
it was not in Kirk’s edition. Upon the sale 
of a few copies the omission was remarked ; 
the fact became known to the bishop of the 
church; the book was pronounced defective, 
and the ecclesiastical authorities prohibited 
its circulation. The whole edition fell a dead 
weight upon the hands of the well-meaning 
publisher. I had this anecdote from Mr. Kirk 
himself, years ago, and he repeated it to me 
not long prior to his death, in last November. 

This allusion to Kirk brings to my mind 
the notorious John Williams, better known 
as Anthony Pasquin, under which name he 
was doomed to everlasting infamy by Gifford, 
in his satire of the Baviad and Maviad, in 
judgments afterwards confirmed in a cele- 
brated trial for libel in which the famous 
Erskine delivered one of his best forensic 
speeches. Williams was the associate in 
London of a small but ambitions set of mu- 


tual admirers in literature, of whom Mr. 
Merry and his future wife were the “ Della 
Crusca” and “ Rosa Matilda,” and all three 
of these worthies came to New-York about 
the year 1798. I have an impression that 


Kirk came at the same time. The character 
of Williams was infamous, and a large share of 
his infamy consisted in his ministering to, if 
not creating, the passion for personal scandal, 
and setting the example of black-mail collec- 
tions, in newspapers. In the report of the 
great case of Williams vs. Faulder, it is said 
of his paper, called The World, that “ In 
this were given the earliest specimens of 
those unqualified and audacious attacks on 
all private character which the town first 
smiled at for their quaintness, then tolerated 
for their absurdity—and will have to lament 
to the last hour of British liberty.” After 
he came to this country he associated him- 
self with the enemies of Hamilton, and pub- 
lished a satire called The Hamiltoniad, 
edited a magazine entitled The Columbian, 
and was a pioneer in that ies of jour- 
nalism which still subsists here upon the most 
scandalous invasions of private life and repu- 
tation. He was doubly detestable, in that he 
was the corruptor and worst specimen of the 
editorial calling in Europe and in America. 
I remember frequently seeing Williams, in 
the latter part of his life, in his shabby pep- 
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per-and-salt dress, in the obscure of the 
. Ibelieve he died during the first preva- 
lence of the cholera in Brooklyn. Fancy ma 
depict his expression as ill Otway’s 
lines, “‘as if all hell were in his eyes, and he 
in hell.” It must not be supposed that I in 
any degree associate the fame of the worthy 
Kirk with that of this literary vaga 
To a sugzestion that I might refer to the 
late William Cobbett, as associated with the 
periodical press of this country, I may say 
that I see in it no impropriety. Unquestion- 
ably a minute record would include his Por- 
cupine Gazette and his Weekly Register; the 
one an offspring of his juvenile life, the other 
of his ripened years. I had some personal 
uaintance with him at the time of his last 
vehinee in New-York. Hazlitt has, in his 
attractive manner, described him to the life. 
' He was deemed the best talker of his day, 
and his forcible pen has given us indubitable 
fs of his powers in literary composition. 
beswes not unusual with him to make a visit 
to the printing office at an early morning 
hour, take his seat at the desk, and after some 
half dozen lines were written, to throw off 
MSS. with a rapidity that engaged eleven 
compositors at once in setting up. Thus a 
whetovduen of the Register might be com- 
== ere he desisted from his undertaking. 
think.that in quickness he surpassed even 
the lamented William Leggett, of the Hven- 
ing Post. The circumstance is certainly in- 
teresting in a psychological point of view; and 
yet may not be deemed more curious than 
the fact that Priestley made his reply to Lind, 
quite a voluminous pamphlet, in twenty-four 
hours, or that Hodgkinson, the actor, was able 
to peruse crosswise, the entire five columns 
of a newspaper, and within two hours recite 
it thus by memory. I visited Cobbett, when 
his residence was within a couple of miles of 
this city, in company with a feweprofessional 
gentlemen. It was in October, and a delight- 
ful day. He heard our approach, and came 
to the door without our knocking. ‘ Walk 
in, gentlemen—am I to consider this as a visit 
to me?—walk in and be seated on these 
benches, for I have no chairs—you may be 
fatigued—will you have a bow] of milk? I 
live upon milk and Indian corn—I never drink 
it or wine, and yet I am a tolerable exam- 
ple of English health.” And, indeed, he was 
a most ample specimen of the genuine John 
Bull. His nearly oval face, and florid coun- 
tenance, with strong gray piercing eyes and 
head thickly covered with white hair, closely 
trimmed ; his huge frame, of some two hun- 
dred and seventy pounds weight, correspond- 
ing abdominal development, and well-propor- 
tioned limbs, all demonstrated, with anato- 
mical accuracy, the truth of his observation. 
His superior intellect seemed roused in all its 
functions. The United States, England, the 
reform measures, the union of church and 
state, and its absurdity, were only a few of the 
subjects of his caustic remark. ‘I have just 





performed a duty, gentlemen, which has been 
too long delayed; you have neglected the re- 
mains of Thomas Paine; I have done myself 
the honor to disinter his bones; I have re. 
moved them from New Rochelle; I have dug 
them tp; they are now on their way to Eng. 
land; when I return, I shall cause them to 
the Common Sense of the great man: 
I shall gather together the people of Liver- 
pool and Manchester in one assembly with 
those of London, and those bones will effect 
the reformation of England in Church and 
State.” After some two or three hours we 
took our leave, with unlimited admiration of 
his brave utterance and his colloquial talents, 

With such a hastily written and imperfect 
sketch of the newspaper periodical press, of 
printers, editors, booksellers, and authors, I 
must close this portion of my present remi- 
niscences. I have depended on a memory 
somewhat tenacious as my authority, in most 
instances, having no leisure at command for 
reference. A volume might be written of 
pertinent details. Nevertheless, enough has 
been said to illustrate, in part, the advance- 
ment of one ies of knowledge in this me- 
tropolis. Did we institute a comparative 
view of the past and present condition of 
the press, we might be better enabled to an- 
nounce the existing condition of our city as 
a Literary Emporiom. That it is in accord- 
ance with the spirit of the age, seems de- 
monstrable. Abroad, in England, in 1701, 
when the stamp duty was levied upon every 
number of a periodical paper consisting of a 
sheet, the whole quantity of printed paper 
was estimated at twenty thousand reams an- 
nually. Nearly at this period (1704), when 
the Boston News Letter made its appearance 
in the American colonies, some two or three 
hundred copies weekly may have been its 
circulation. What is the Seg of paper 
demanded by the present British periodical 
press, Iam unable to state. In this month 
of January, 1852, it is caleulated that there 
are about three thousand different newspa- 
pers and other periodicals printed in this 
country, the entire issues of which approach 
the yearly aggregate of four hundred and 
twenty-three millions of numbers. 

When Franklin was a printer it was a hard 
task to work off over a thousand sheets on 
both sides in a day, by the hand press. Since 
his time we have had the Clymer, the Napier, 
the Ramage, the Adams, and now Hoe’s 
Lightning press. By this last-named achieve- 
ment in the arts,so honorable to a son of 
New-York, and so stupendous in its results 
to the world at large, twenty thousand pa- 
pers may be printed in one hour. 

If we advert to the instructive fact, of the 
enormous circulation of many of the jour- 
nals of New-York, as the Herald, the Sun, 
the Tribune, the Times, the Eapress, the 
Mirror, and others issued daily ; if we cal- 
culate the copies of the Observer, the Home 
Journal, the Christian Advocate, and others 
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weekly press; the circulation of the 
bathers and other periodicals; if we look at 
the Methodist Book Concern, the Tract Soci- 
ety, the American Bible Society, the publica- 
tions of the Appletons, of Putnam, and of the 
booksellers of this city generally, 

what bounds can we set to the offspring of 
the typographic art? The Herald and the 
Tribune in opgrag ae, consume 
an aggregate o y thousand reams per 
ear. The a! pai who have thrown John 
Baskerville, and other eminent typographers 
of Europe in the shade by the magnitude of 
their operations, use one hundred reams of 
daily, at six dollars per ream, and make 
about ten volumes a minute or six thousand 
aday. Ona former occasion I stated to you 
the agency which Franklin had in bringing 
forward stereotype plates, as projected by 
Dr. Colden, in this city, in 1779, and the fact 
that the art was communicated to Didot in 
Paris, by Franklin himself. I well remember 
the anxious John Watts, when he showed me 
his first undertaking in this branch of labor in 
New-York, just forty years ago. It was a 
of the Larger Catechism, the one I now 

hold in my hand. Notwithstanding the 
donbts of many, he felt confident of its ulti- 
mate success, yet suffered by hope deferred. 
What is now the state of the business in the 
matter of stereotyping? The Harpers alone 
—a single firm--have within their vaults 


plates for more than two thousand volumes. 


Need I dwell on the improved appliances 
in the great art, which enrich the present 
day, or on the influences now at work on 
the intellectual man? Justly has it been 
stated, that the press of a single office in this 
city issues more matter than the industry of 
the world, with all its scribes and illumina- 
tors, in an entire year, previous the time of 
Faust. Let us, then, reverence the press, as 
our Franklin did. Let us cherish its free- 
dom, as the triumph of our fathers, if we 
love the name of patriot. Let us teach our 
children to acknowledge it the palladium of 
our altars and our firesides. Let us recognize 
it as the Great Instructor, knocking at every 
door, and rendering every hovel, as well as 
every palace, a school-house. 

Nor is it solely on the score of quantity, 
that we are to contemplate the measures now 
in force for the disciplining of intellect, and 
the rearing the moral edifice of the nation. 
I have already remarked on the superior 
ability of the press of our days in comparison 
with that of the period through which some 
of us have lived. The same energy which 
has swelled its dimensions, has increased the 
excellence of its material. Libraries so 
abound, knowledge is so diffused, that indi- 
viduals qualified by scholastic powers, can be 
called in requisition for the duties of every 
department a successful joornal demands. 
There is moreover a happier recognition of 
in al merit; reward is higher and 
more certain; and there exists throughout 





the community a noble estimation of pro- 
ductive intellect. Instead of a scattered re- 
ernit here and there in the ranks of litera- 
ture, we have armies at command, of well- 
disciplined men; and the belief is not alto- 
gether idle that, in due season, of these armies 
there will be legions. Lovesick tales and Della 
Cruscan poetry, have yielded to stately essays 
on the business of life, in philosophy and in crit- 
icism, while the native muse has often stronger 
claims to our ho than the verses Dr. John- 
son has embalmed, and that have made the 
fame of ancient bards. We no longer at 
the author as a drone in the hive of industry. 

Our youth are taught that a true man may 
be found among the luxurious and refined as 
well in the humble avocations of life. Am- 
bitious of a national literature, we honor 
those who have laid its foundations, in the 
persons of an Irving, a Prescott, and a Ban- 
croft, a Longfellow, and a Hawthorne. We 
gratefully remember our historical obligations 
to Sparks. We feel the dignity of the scholar 
when we summon to our aid the classical 
Everett. Mourning with no feigned sorrow 
the demise of that true son of our soil, the 
lamented Cooper, we rejoice that a Bryant 
and a Halleck, a Verplauck and a Paulding, 
are still left with us. Warm in our feelings, 
and made happier by the relations of inter- 
course, we extend the cordial hand to Tuck- 
erman, our classical essayist and poet; to 
Willis, for his felicitous comments on passing 
events; to Griswold, for his admirable works 
in criticism and biography ; to Dr. Mayo, for 
his Kaloolah ; to Stoddard, for his exquisite 
poems; to the generous Bethune, the orator 
and bard; to Morris, for his Melodies ; to Kim- 
ball, for his St. Leger Pi ; to Clark, for 
his Knickerbocker ; to Melville, for Typee; 
to Ik. Marvell, for his Reveries ; to Ripley, 
for his fine reviews ; to Bigelow, for his book 
on Jamaica ; to Bayard Taylor, for his Views 
A-Foot ; to Greeley, for his Crystal Palace 
labors; and to Duyckinck, the son of our old 
friend, the bookseller, for his Literary World. 
In the name of the Republic, we give our 
heartiest thanks to our intimate friend, the 
learned Dr. Cogswell, as we look at the spa- 
cious walls of the Astor Library. 

The very great length to which I have 
unconsciously extended these reminiscences, 
forbids me from dwelling, as my heart and 
your wishes dictate, upon the most glorions 
name in American Printing, the immortal 
Franklin’s. His character and deeds, how- 
ever, are familiar to yon all; and the language 
of eulogy is needless in regard to one whose 
fame increases with time, and whose trans- 
cendent merits, the constant development of 
that element he brought under human do- 
minion render daily more evident and me- 
morable. It is related, gentlemen, that when 
the statues of the Roman Emperors were 
carried in a triumphal procession, one was 
omitted, and the name of that one was shout- 
ed with more zeal than all the others inspired. 
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So I know it to be with us to-night. The 
memory of Franklin is too 
hearts to require words; it is a 
sheds eternal glory on the 


in our 
that 
art; 


it is the best encouragement of youthful en- 
ergy; it is revealed in every telegraphic des- 
patch ; it hallows the name of our country to 
the civilized world. 





Paurtes 


OF TIPSY DROLLERY, @ CO’ ndent of 
the Evening Post (Mr. Bryant himself, we 
have no doubt), writes: “It is esteemed a 
mark of a vulgar mind, to divert one’s self at 
the expense of a drunken man; yet we allow 
ourselves to be amused with representations 
of drunkenness on the stage and in comic 
narratives. Nobody is ashamed to laugh at 
Cassio in the play of Othello, when he has 

at an ge Monee his mouth to steal away 

is brains. e personation which the elder 
Wallack used to give us some years ago, of 
Dick Dashall, very drunk, but very gentle- 
manly, was one of the most irresistibly comic 
things ever known. I have a mind to give 
you a translation of a German ballad on a 
tipsy man, which has been set to music, and 
is often sung in Germany; it is rather droll 
in the original, and perhaps it has not lost all 
of its humor in being overset, as they call it, 
into English. Here it is: 

OUT OF THE TAVERN, ETC. 


Our of the tavern I've just stepped to-night 
tin a very bad it. 
d are both out 


Moon, ‘tis a very queer figure you cut ; 
One eye is staring while t other is shut. 
Tipsy, I see; and you're greatly to blame ; 
Old as you are ‘tis a terrible shame. 


Then the street lamps, what a scandalous sight! 
None of them soberly standing upright. 

Rocking and staggering; why, on my word, 
Each of the lamps is drunk as a lord. 


All is confusion ; now isn't it odd? 

Iam the only tiing sober abroad. 

Sure it were rash with this crew to remain, 
Better go into the tavern again. 


This is parodied or stolen by the clever au- 
thor of the Bon Gaultier Ballads, in one of 
his best pieces. 

Tae famous Quaker AntHony Benzzet, 
was accustomed to feed the rats in the area 
before his house in Philadelphia. An old 
friend who found him so engaged, expressed 
some surprise that he so kindly treated such 
pernicious vermin, saying, “They should rath- 
er be killed and out of the way.” ‘“ Nay,” 
said good Anthony, “I will not treat them 
80; thou wouldst make them thieves by mal- 
treating and starving them, but I make them 
honest by feeding them, for being so fed, they 
never prey upon any goods of mine.” This 
singular fact is very characteristic. When feed- 
ing rats, the benevolent philosopher used to 
stand in the area, and they would gather 
round his feet like chickens. One of the 
family once hung a collar about one of them, 
which was seen for years after, in 


the group. 





Amice. 


Des Cartes fought at the siege of Rochelle, 
and ofter a variety of adventures, established 
himself in Holland, where he composed most 
of his works. These abound in singular 
theories and curious speculations, and their 
spirit of independence aroused the same spirit 
wherever they were read. Scholars and the- 
ologians vied with each other in battling the 
new — The followers of Aristotle and 
the followers of Locke arrayed themselves 
against him. His novelties even drew the 
attention of women from their fashions. “The 
ladies of quality here, of late,” says a writer 
from Paris, in 1642, “ addict themselves to 
the study of philosophy, as the men; the la- 
dies esteeming their education defective, if 
they cannot confute Aristotle and his disci- 
ples. The pen has almost supplanted the ex- 
ercise of the needle; and ladies’ closets, for- 
merly the shops of female baubles, toys, and 
vanities, are now turned to libraries and sanc- 
tuaries of learned works. There is a new 
star risen in the French horizon, whose infin- 
ence excites the nobler females to this pursuit 
of human science. It is the renowned Mon- 
sieur Des Cartes, whose lustre far outshines 
the aged winking tapers of Peripatetic Philo- 
sophy, and has eclipsed the stagyrite, with 
all the ancient lights of Greece and Rome. 
Tis this matchless soul has drawn so many 
of the fairer sex to the schools, And they are 
more proud of the title—Oartesian—and of 
the capacity to defend his principles, than of 
their noble birth and blood.” 


We find in The Courts of Buropeat the Close 
of the last Century, by Henry Swinburne, the 
following illustration of American manners: 

“An lish officer, Colonel A——, was tra- 
velling in a stage to New-York, and was extreme- 
ly annoyed by a free and enlightened citizen's 
er. epliting across him, out of the window. 

e it patiently for some time, till at last he 
ventured to remonstrate, when the other said, 
‘Why, colonel, I estimate you're a-poking fun at 
me—that I do. Now, I'm not a-going to chaw my 
own bilge-water, not for no man. Besides, ~ 
need not look so thundering ugly. Why, I've 
practised all my life, and could squirt through the 
eye of a needle without touching the steel, let 

one such a great saliva-box as that there window. 
Colonel A—— remained uil for some time ; 
at last his 


companior 
ool yard 
reach New-York, I shall be as great a dabster as 


are’ The other rubbed his eye, and remained 
he close. 
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Iw support of the hydropathic practice, and 
illustration of the effect of cold, we cite 
te Miener tells of the celebrated 


contradictory opinions, he resolved to fol- 

ither. Believing himself to be seriously in 

he jumped out of bed in the midst of this 

fever, and pee Mae: a even toa 

ire to arrange his papers. It was in the 

month of January ; the tans were covered with 

le thus settling his affairs the fever 

sensation of freshness and comfort dif- 

it his frame. Amazed at this 

Broussais, like a bold theorist as he was, 

converted his casual forgetfulness into an vg 
ence. He boldly threw open the window, an 


ing to his stomach as cold air had been to his body. 
He deluged his stomach with cold lemonade, and 
in less than forty-eight hours he was well again !” 


Tue following amusing anecdote is told in 
a work recently published in London of Tom 
Cooke, the actor and musician : 

“ At a trial in the Court of King’s Bench, June, 
1833, betwixt certain publishing tweedledums and 
tweedledees, as to the alleged piracy of an 
ment of the ‘Old English wen: Br beer old 
English air, by the bye—Cooke was subpeenaed as 
awitness. On his cross-examination by Sir James 
Scarlet, afterwards Lord Abinger, for the opposite 
side, that learned counsel rather flip ly ques- 
tioned bim thus: ‘ Now, sir, you say that the two 
melodies are the same, but different; now what 
doyou mean by that, sirf’ To this Tom promptly 
answered, ‘I said that the notes in the two copies 
were alike, but with a different accent, the one be- 
ing in common time, the other in sixth-eight time ; 
and, uently, the position of the accented 
notes was different’ Sir James— What is musi- 
cal accent’ Cooke--‘ My terms are a guinea a 
lesson, sir’ (A loud laugh.) Sir James (rather 
ruffied)—‘ Never mind your terms here. I ask you 
what is musical accent. Can you see it? Cooke 
— No’ Sir James—‘ Can you feel it? Cooke—’ 
‘A musician can” (Great laughter ) Sir James 
( angry)}—‘ Now, pray sir, don’t beat about 
the bush: but explain to his lordship and the jury, 
who are supposed to know nothing about music, 
the meaning of what you call accent.’ Cooke— 
“Accent in music, is a certain stress laid upon a 

i note, in the same manner as you would 
sm stress upon any given word for the p 

being better erstood. Thus, if I were to 
say, ‘You are an ass—it rests on ass; but if I 
were to say, ‘ You are an ass—it rests on you, Sir 
James, iterated shouts of laughter by the 
whole court, in which the bench itself joined, fol- 
lowed this repartee. Silence having been at } 
obtained, the Judge, with much seeming gravity, 
accosted the chop-fallen counsel des: Love 
man—‘ Are you satisfied, Sir James?’ Sir James 
(deep red as he naturally was, to use poor Jack 
Reeve’s own words, had scarlet in more 
than name), in a great huff, said, ‘The witness may 
go down!’” 





A PorruGugsE paper gives some statistics 
which could only be obtained under the spy 
and secret police system. There are said to 
be in Portugal 872,634 married couples, of 
which the present condition is very nearly as 
fellows :—“ Women who have left their hus- 
bands for their lovers, 1,262. Husbands who 
have left their wives for other women, 2,561. 
Couples who have agreed to live separately, 
83,120. Couples who live in open warfare, 
under the same roof, 13,263. Couples who 
cordially hate each other, but dissemble their 
aversion under the rance of love, 
162,820. Couples who live in a state of tran- 
quil indifference, 510,182. Couples who are 
thought by their acquaintances to be happy, 
but are not themselves convinced of their own 
felicity, 1,102. Couples that are happy as 
compared with those that are confessedly un-" 
happy, 181. Couples indisputably happy in 
each other, 0. Total, 872,634.” 


Tue first duel in New England, was fought 
with sword and dagger, between two ser- 
vants. Neither of them was killed, but both 
were wounded. For this disgraceful offence, 
they were formally tried before the whole 
company (the first settlers), and sentenced to 
have their “ heads and feet tied together, and 
so to be twenty-four hours, without meat or 
drink.” Their bravery all exploded in a lit- 
tle while, and they plead piteously to be re- 
leased, which was finally done by the Gover- 
nor on their promising better behavior. “Such 
was the origin,” says Dr. Morse, “ and such, 
I may almost venture to say, was the termi- 
nation of the odicus practice of duelling in 
New England, for there have been very few 
fought there since.” 

We are told by Ariosto of a warrior who 
was so happily gifted that when his arms, his 
legs, or even his head, happened to be chop- 
ped off in battle, he could jump down from 
his horse and replace the dissevered member. 
Many modern humbugs are of this description ; 
they are real polipi; chop them into a thou- 
sand pieces, and each piece will start up as 
brisk and as lively as ever. Metaphysical 
humbngs are the most difficult kind to deal 
with. Contending with them is like wrestling 
with spectres; there is not substance enough 
to catch hold of. 

LaTELy, at a sitting of the Norwegian legis- 
lature at Christiana, a petition was present- 
ed from the world-known fiddler, Ole Bull, 
in which he solicited the creation of a nation- 
al theatre in that town, to receive a subven- 
tion from the government, and to which a 
dramatic school was to be attached. The 
Assembly voted that the petition should be 
taken into consideration, and appointed a 
committee to draw up report on it. M. Ball 
has already founded, at his own cost, a thea- 
tre in his native town, Bergen. M. Bull visits 
this country now in search only of pleasure. 
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Authors out Bouks. 


Gurzxow's Ritter vom Geiste Knights of 
the Spirit) is at last finished, the ninth vol- 
ume having made its appearance. It has 
faults of detail, and there are deficiences in 
spots, but as a-whole it is praised as eminent- 
ly snecessful, and truly a new work. The idea 
in some-respects recalls the Wilhelm Meis- 
ter of Goethe, and the Nathan the Wise of 
Lessing, but the execution has more force and 
a larger and more imperious movement than 
either. The Knights of the Spirit are a body 
of men who are combined in an order to 
which they give that name, and this book is 
their history and that of the order. At the 
same time there is nothing mystical, supernat- 
ural, or merely fantastic about it, though its 
spirit is humanitary and even socialistic. The 
scene is in modern times, but thongh the 
names of the heroes are German, and the cir- 
cumstances in which they are placed German, 
the author has succeeded in producing a truly 
cosmopolitan romance. The nine volumes 
are sold in Germany for about $8 00. 


Henry Taytor, the author of Philip Van 
Artevelde, is the subject of an article in the 
Grenzboten. The writer takes him, as the ac- 
knowledged first living dramatic poet of Eng- 
land, to be the best illustration of the nature 
and characteristics of the English drama. 
This drama is said to be more remarkable for 
sharply-outlined and detailed characters, than 
for the invention of exciting and consistent 
action. The characters in all their peculiari- 
ties are first created, and situations are made 
and arranged for them afterward. The evil 
of this is, that the whole thus becomes frag- 
mentary, and the particulars outweigh and 
obscure the general spirit. and intention of 
the piece. Even Shakspeare, with his gi- 

ntic genius, was not free from this defect. 

is Merry Wives of Windsor, for instance, is 
rich in comic situations and figures, but they 
are arbitrarily put together, and every scene 
has the character of an episode; the action 
does not go forward in a true and consistent 
course. Now-a-days the evil is worse, because 
it is the fashion to substitute reflection for 
natural feeling. Taylor is like those portrait 
painters who paint the features so carefully 
as to destroy the general character of the 
face. His men and women are not alive and 
genuine. Still their language is grave and 
noble, their thoughts comprehensive, often 
striking, and their emotions, though arti- 
ficial, are elaborated with great insight and 
knowledge of the world. Compared with 
the wretched creations of the French roman- 
ticists, they are worthy of all praise. The 
critic then proceeds to analyze Isaac Com- 
nenus, Philip Van Atevelde, and Fair Ed- 
win, setting forth with great fairness the ex- 
cellencies and faults of each. 





A “we ee > an obscure but 
most interesting of European history is 
1522-26, (Germany, in the Revolutionary 
Period from 1522 to 26,) by Joseru Epmunp 
Jéra. The anthor has had access to a great 
mass of original and hitherto unused mate- 
rials, especially diplomatic correspondence 
and other documents in the Bavarian ar- 
chives. His view of the subject is very dif- 
ferent from that taken by ZimMERMANY, in his 
Peasants’ War, or by any other writer. He 
mocks at the idea that this revolution grew 
out of the evils and oppressions suffered by 
the people, and finds its most powerful im- 
pulse in the passion for innovation that 
sprung up along with the revival of classical 
studies in the middle ages. 

Tue antique fashion of presenting poetic 
works to the public, is revived in Germany 
with great success. Professor GrrePENKERL of 
Brunswick, whose tragedy of Robespierre 
made a great sensation a year or more since, 
is now reading his new play of the Giron- 
dists to large audiences in the principal cities. 
He has already been heard at Brunswick, 
Leipzig, Dresden, and Bremen, and proposes 
to visit other places on the same errand. The 
play, which is a tragedy of course, is much 
admired, though it is not thought to be adapt- 
ed to the stage. The Girondists were not 
men of action, but orators and thinkers. The 
final scene in the play is the famous banquet 
before they were taken to execution. Char- 
lotte Corday is among the characters; the 
women are said not to be drawn as truly and 
powerfully as the men. 

Oartyte’s Life of Stirling is ¢riticised in the 
Grenzboten, which calls Carlyle the strangest 
of all philosophers. This book is said, how- 
ever, to be, on the whole, clearer and more 
intelligible than most of his former produe- 
tions. Still, like most works of the new rv- 
mantic school in England, of which Carlyle 
is the chief, it aims rather to give expression 
to the ideas and abilities of the author, than 
to do justice to its subject. But it is in War- 
ren’s Lily and the Bee, that the school ap- 
pears in full bloom. This is said to consist 
mostly of exclamation points, and is written 
in a sort of lapidary style, that deals in rid- 
dies, pathos without object, sentimentality 
with irony, world-pain, and allusions to all 
the kingdoms of heaven and earth, without 
any explanation as to what relation these al- 
lusions bear to each other, and with a Titanic 
game as its predominating tone, which 

rst rouses itself up to take all by storm, and 
finishes by being soothed into happy intoxica- 
tion by the odors of alily. This is better treat- 
ment than The Lily and the Bee gets at home. 
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. I~ the second volume of Shakspeare as 
Politician, Psychologist and Poet, 

Dr. Ep. Vensz—spoken of as being “ even 
more uninteresting than the first,” we find 
the two following extraordinary ideas. First- 

, that Shakspeare followed a theory of 

sical tem ts in his characters— 
that Hamlet was a representative of the mel- 
ancholy or nervous, Othello of the choleric, 
Romeo of the sanguine, and Falstaff of the 
tic. Secondly, that in Falstaff, 
Beatopeare parodied—himself! Or to give 
his own words, “We may suppose that 
Shakspeare’s physical constitution inclined 
to corpulence, and inspired in him the-dispo- 
sition to the life of a bon vivant. His inti- 
macy with the Earl of Southampton may 
have favored this disposition, since they led 
for a long time a dissipated tavern-life, and 
were rivals in love matters!” The work is 
principally made up of extracts from Shaks- 
peare’s plays, to every which extract we find 
appended “How admirable,”—* Excellent,” 
and similar aids to those who are not familiar 
with the English bard. 

We cominend to the attention of philolo- 
Das Gothische Runenalphabet, oe The 
ic Runic_Aiphabet,) omg em 

Hertz of Berlin. “ Before Wulfila, the 

ths had an «!nhabet of twenty-five letters, 

formed according to the same principles, and 
bearing nearly the same names as the Runes 
of the Anglo-Saxons and Northmen, and pro- 
bably arranged in the same order of succes- 
sion. Wulfila adopted the Grecian alphabet, 
which through his modification was received 
by the Goths to the old twenty-five letters.” 
This is the theory propounded in the work, 
which is not wanting, as we learn, in instruc- 
tiveinformation. In connection with this we 
may notice a book which has been deemed 
worthy of a modern English republication in 
elegant style, the often referred to Scriptural 
Poems of Czpmon, in Anglo-Saxon, an edi- 
tion of which, by R. W. Bourerwex, with 
an Anglo-Saxon Glossary, has recently been 
published by Basdeher of Elberfeldt. 


Tue Preussische Zeitung states that M. 
Hanke, a learned Bohemian, is publishing, in 
e, a fac-simile of the Gospels on which 
the Kings of France have always been sworn 
at their coronation at Rheims. The manu- 
script volume is in the Slavonian language, 
and has been preserved at Rheims ever since 
the twelfth century, but it hasonly been lately 
discovered in what language it was written. 
Tae eleventh volume of the Monumenta 
Germania Historica inde ab anno Christi 500 
ue ad annum 1500 auspiciis societ, aperi- 
endis fontibus serum German medii svi edid, 
G. H. Perrz, has just made its appearance. 
This work is am as & pacha effort 
of erudition and historical acumen, even in 
Germany. 
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Dr. Haesera, a professor at the University 
of Upsal, has just published at Stockholm a 
version of the complete works of Shakspeare, 
the first ever made in the Swedish language. 
It is in twelve thick octavo volumes. The 
Sh rian Society of London having re- 
ceived a presentation copy of this translation, 
has returned a vote of thanks to Dr. Hagberg, 
accompanied by forty volumes of the Society’s 
publications, all relating to the great dramat- 
ist and the state of dramatic art in his time. 


Dunwor’s History of Fiction has been trans- 
lated into German by Professor Liebrecht of 
Liege, and enlarged so as to be much more 
complete than the original. The version 
bears the title of Geschichte der Prosadich- 
tung oder, Geschichte der Romane, Novellen 
und Méhrchen (History of Prose Poetry, or 
History of Romances, Novels and Traditional 
Tales). It gives a complete account of the 
most prominent fictions from the Greek ro- 
mances down to the present day, and is quite 
as valuable for those who like to take their 
novels condensed, as for those who make a 
historical study of literature. 


Hotre1, the German poet, has published a 
four-volume novel, called Die Vagabundes 
(The Vagabonds). It is a curious and success- 
ful book. It treats of the various classes that 
get their living by amusing others, not merely 
of theatrical and musical artists, but of cir- 
cus-riders, ventriloquists, jugglers, rope-dane- 
ers, puppet-showmen, é&ec. Indeed, actors ané 
musicians are only introduced casually, while 
the lower classes, if we may so call them, of 
wandering artists, make up the book; and 
they make it up not in the form of caricature: 
or exaggerations, but as genuine living cha 
racters, with the faults and virtues that really 
belong to men of their respective professions 
The story is a good one, and is varied witl 
all sorts of strange adventures. 


try we observe the attractive title. 
of Molian Harp of the World's Poetry, 
a collection of poems of all countries anc 
ages, “dedicated to German ladies and 
maidens,” by Frrp. Sommmrt. Also by the 
same collector, a Household Treasury of the 
most beautiful Ballads, Romances, and Poetie 
Legends of all Times and Nations; by Bruno 
Linpyer, Four Tales, and from the Count- 
ess Acnes Scnwerix, a new edition of 
What I heard from the Bird. Were we 
confident that the Countess were intimately 
familiar with English poetry, we should feel 
half inclined to accuse her of having taken 
this title from 
“ High diddle ding, I heard s bird sing.” 

G. Pustrrz has “ thrown forth,” as Bacchus 
threw the wreath of Ariadne, a “ garland of 
Stories,” entitled What the Forest Tells. 
Whether, like the wreath alluded to, it will 
reach the stars, we must leave our readers or 
his to decide. 


In 
T 
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Nreau’s Bargerliche Gesellechaft (Civil So- 
ciety) is greatly praised by critics, as the most 
valuable work lately published in Germany, 
or indeed in Europe, upon the State of So- 
ciety and the causes operating to change it, 

ly are its pictures of the differ- 
ent classes in Germany, such as the nobility, 
the peasantry, the industrious middle class, 


ry | and the proletaries. These pictares are said 


flowing” “ i by 


argument as the 
jump from a heigh’ 
attraction to the 


in descendi 
absurd therefore is it to attribute the move- 
ment in question to such an attraction ! 


A new collection of German Domestic Le- 


from som 


a 


Zenp Avesta, or On the things of Heaven 
and the World beyond the Grave, is the title 
of a new book in three volumes just publish- 
ed at Leipzig, in German, of course, by Gus- 
tay Tazopor Frounor. The anthor attempts 
to prove the possibility, if not the certainty, 
of a future life of the individual after death. 
His demonstrations are drawn from the anal- 
ogies of the natural world. He exhibits a 
wide acquaintance with nature and with lite- 
rature, but is not thought to have made any 
positive additions to psychological science. 


TuosE who are conversant with the curi- 
osities of the Middle Ages, and have read the 
entertaining history of “ Ye Nigromancer 
Virgilius,” in which the Mantuan bard lives 
no longer in the magic of song, but that of 
literal sorcery, will peruse with pleasure the 
Virgil's Fortleben wm Mittelalter, or The 
Life of Virgil continued in the Middle Ages, 
by G. Raprerr. Of all the wild romantic 
legends which the romantic time brought 
forth, none surpass in singularity and interest 
this singular narration. 

' Temprranor Taxes are produced in Ger- 
many as well as elsewhere. Jeremias Gort- 
HELF is the best author who there cultivates 
this style of composition. His Darsli, the 
Brandy drinker, has just through a 
fourth edition, and How five Maidens miserably 
perished in Brandy, to a second. Gotthelf has 
the talent of combining great dramatic inter- 
scuersl gupta Hanes the ‘papslarloy of 
s urpose. Hence the i 
these little books. as 





to have the et an we of da- 
guerreotypes. chapter on the * proleta- 
ries of intellectual labor,” gives any thing but 
a flattering account of the literary classes on 
the continent. Those classes are held up as 
in @ great measure perverted, empty, and 
dangerous. Nieh) divides Society in Germany 
into four great’ classes, namely: tle peasan- 
try, the aristocracy, the bourgeoisie or mid- 
dle class, and ak yey or mere labor- 
ers for wages. e last he regards as the 
decaying and corrupting class, a sort of scum 
in hot effervesence. This is, however, one 
of the classes that produce social movement; 
the other is the middle class; the conserva- 
tive or stationary classes are the peasantry 
and aristocracy. The learned professions he 
reckons among the middle class. He makes 
no distinction between the proletaries who 
live by the soil, and those who live by work- 
ing in connection with manufactures and me- 
chanical trades. 

Ayoruer contribution to Goethean litera- 
ture is the Co ndence between the great 
Poet and his intimate friend Knebel, which 
has just ap in Germany in two vol- 
umes. The letters extend from 1774 to 1882, 
and contain the free expression of Goethe's 
opinions on a great variety of important sub- 
jects, as well as many interesting particulars 
in his personal history, hitherto unknown. 


Mr. Werzsrem, Prussian Consul at Da- 
mascus, has returned to Europe, bringing 4 
valuable. collection of Arabic, Tarkish and 
Persian manuscripts, which he expects to sell 
to the Royal Library at Berlin. Of especial 
value is a history of Persia during the fif- 
teenth and sixteenth centuries, which casts 
light on several portions of Persian history 
that have hitherto been obscure. 


LoneretLow’s Hoangeline has been trans- 
lated into German and published at Hamburg. 
The name of the translator is not given. The 
critics find that the poem has a very marked re- 
semblance to Goethe’s Herman and Dorethea. 


Dr. Mayo’s Berber has been translated 
into the German by Mr. L. Dusous, and pub- 
lished at Leipzig. 


A yew and splendid edition of the Pil 
grim’s Progress has been published at Leip- 
zig, in German. It is curious to see the good 
old book discussed by the critics as if it were 
& new production. 
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Gzemaw Historical Literature has lately 


been enriched by numerous valuable works. Journal 


these we notice Wenox’s 


Among Frinkische 
Reich (Frankish Empire), which treats’ that 


from A. D. 848 to 861, with instrue- 


the German empire hereditary; 
of Carinthia; Rivx’s 
of Bohemia ; Mi- 


; Ruoxerr’s Annals of German His- 
tory ; G. Purrr’s Outlines of the ene | of 
the German Empire and German Law ; - 
ater’s History of German Law ; the Coins 

the German and Kings in the 

fiddle Ages, a large work by Oappr; the 
Celts and Ancient Helvetians, by J. B. Brozt; 
and the igns of the Bavarians from 1648 
to 1645, by J. Hermann; Mavr’s Mann von 
Rinn (Man of Rinn) deserves special mention. 
The man of Rinn is Joseph Speckbacher, the 
hero of the war of 1809 in the Tyrol. His 
deeds, and those of his countrymen, are here 
narrated in a style as attractive as the facts 
are authentic. 


In all the States of the German Confedera- 
tion there are 2,651 booksellers, 400 cf whom 
deal only in their own publications, 2,200 sell 
books, but do not publish, and 451 —- 
general assortments of books, and publis! 
also. At Berlin there are 129 booksellers, at 
Leipzic, 145, at Vienna, 52, at Stuttgard, 50, 
and at Frankfort, 36. A hundred years ago 
there were only $1 at Leipzic and 6 at Berlin, 
and at two fairs held at Leipzic in 1750, only 
850 German booksellers’ establishments were 
represented. No one is allowed in Germany 
to become a bookseller without a license from 
the government, and in Prussia the appli- 
cant has to pass a special examination. 


Txosr desirous of acquiring languages by 
wholesale, may try a recent work by Captain 
J. Nepomux Sz6u1ézy, with which the scholar 
can learn, according to the Ollendorffian sys- 
tem, French, German, English, Italian, Rus- 
sian, Spanish, Hungarian, Wallachian and 
Turkish. Phrases and vocabularies of all the 

are appended. 


_A sxconn edition of Avoty Sranmr’s Preus- 
sische Revolution, has appeared in Germany, 
revised by the author and dedicated to Ma- 
caulay. No recent book in Germany has 
been more successful than this. 





We learn from p ca gh rama of the 
Asiatique, . W6poxg, a mathe- 

matician who devotes himself to 

studies, has discovered in some Arabic mann- 

scripts two works purporting to be by Euclid, 


;| which have not been preserved in the Greek 


nor are any where referred to as 
his by ancient mathematical writers. One is 


.|@ treatise on the lever, and the other on the 


division of planimetric figures. The authen- 
ticity of the two is thought to be perfectly 
established by collateral evidence. 


Tue Hungarian author, Baron Eérvés, has 
just published a work called Ueber den Ein- 
JSluss der Neuen Ideen auf den Staat (On the 
influence of new ideas upon the State). He 
pe gr that the students of social and politi- 

science should confine themselves strictly 
to the method received in the natural scien- 
ces, and employed there with such success; 
first establish what are the genuine experi- 
mental phenomena, and then by induction set- 
tle the law which produces and governs them. 


WE expect a treat from Morrrz Wacner’s 
Reise nach Persien und dem Lande der Kur- 
den (Journey to Persia and Kurdistan) the 
first volume of which is advertised in our last 
files of German papers. Wagner is one of 
the best of travellers, and we shall look for the 
book itself with some impatience. The se- 
cond volume is announced as to appear in 
three weeks after the first. 


Tre second of the third volume of 
Humsorpr’s Kosmos, has just appeared at 
Stuttgart. It treats of the net nebulae 
suns, planets, comets, aurora borealis, zodi 
light, meteors, and meteoric stones. This 
completes the uranological part of the descrip- 
tion of the physical universe. Humboldt has 
already begun his fourth volume, and expects 
to finish it before June next. 


Kossurn is speculated on by a German 
bookseller, who advertises a work giving a 
complete account of his sayings doings 
since the itulation at Vilagos, including 
his flight to Tarkey and his residence there, 
the negotiations for his release, his journey 
from Kutahia to England, and his tarry there 
up to sailing for America, with a portrait. 


Tue Rev. Henry T. Cugever’s Life in the 
Sandwich Islands (noticed by us lately in the 
International), is reprinted in ion, by 
Bentley, and translated in German for a pub- 
lisher at Berlin. 


Sirvi0 PEtxIco, so famous for his works, 
his imprisonments and sufferings, is passing 
the winter in Paris. 

The co works of Orzmens Bren- 
TANO, have brought out at Frankfort, in 


seven volumes. 
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Two books of gee in ge sae yon 
appeared in Germany. 

ron dem Norden (Pictures of the North), 
by Professor Osoar Scumipt of Jena; and 
the other Higringar, or a Journey th 
Sweden, Lapland, Norway, and Denmark, in 
1850, by a young author. Professor Schmidt 
amply repays the reader, which is more than 
can always be said of the author of Hagrin- 
gar. Both works are, however, especially 
worthy the attention of those who wish to 
study the natural history and ethnography of 
the countries in question. 


Mapame Von Wester, widow of the com- 
poser, who has for some years resided at Vi- 
enna, has applied to the Emperor of Austria 
for permission to dispose of the three er. 
nal MSS. scores of her husband’s operas, 
Freischitz, Euryanthe, and Oberon, These 
were in the Royal Library at Vienna; and 
she purposes offering them to the three sove- 
reigns of Saxony, Prussia, and England,—in 
which respective countries as were origin- 
ally produced. The Emperor has caused the 
MSS. to be delivered to her. 

Prorgssor Nuytz, whose work on canon 
law was recently condemned by the Holy See, 
has resumed his lectures at Turin. The lec- 
ture-room was crowded, and the learned pro- 
fessor was received with loud applause. He 
adverted to the hostility of the clergy, and 
to the Papal censures of his work, which cen- 
sures he declared to be in direct opposition to 
the rights of the civil power. He expressed 
his thanks to the ministry for having refused 
to deprive him of his chair. 

A vaxuaBLe contribution to Italian history 
is Die Carafa von Maddaloni, Neapel unter 
Spanische Herrschaft (Naples under Spanish 
Domination), just published in Germany, by 
ALFRED von Revmont, a member of the - 
sian Legation at Florence, who, more than 
almost any other man, has made a study of the 
history of that part of Italy, and who in this 
work has had access to a great mass of new 
documents. He writes as a monarchist, but 
his facts may be relied on. The work is in 
two volumes. 

Every body remembers the noise made in 
New-York some fifteen years since by the 
revelations of Marta Monx. We notice a 
translation of her famous disclosures adver- 
tised, with all sorts of trumpet blowing, in 
our German papers. 


Ay edition of the complete works of Krp- 
LER is preparing in Germany, under the su- 
pervision of Prof. Frison, of Stuttgart. The 
manuscripts of the great astronomer, pre- 
served at St. Petersburg, have been examined 
for the purpose, with rich results. It is also 
a to erect a monument to Kepler at 

tuttgart. 





Srxrzzn German books were prohibited in 
Russia in August last; among them were Fox- 
taine’s Pooms, Gérre’s Christian Mysticism, 
Kurtz’s Manual of Sacred History, Soumipr’s 
Death of Lord Kinxer’s Truth without 


Byron, Kink 

Poetry, and Sreavss’s Life Questions. Of 
eleven other works, a few pages from each 
were prohibited ; among these was the Ger- 
man version of Lieutenant Lynon’s United 
States Expedition to the Jordan and the Dead 
Sea. These works are allowed to enter Russia 
after having the objectionable pages cut out. 


Tue science of landscape gardening is en- 
riched by a new work of value just published 
at Leipzig, by Rupotrps Liesxox, the director 
of the public garden in that city. It is called 
Die bildenden Garten Kunst in seinen Moder- 
nen Formen (The Modern Constructive Art 
of Gardening). It has twenty colored plates, 

Corra, of Stuttgart, is preparing to publish 
a splendid illustrated edition of Goethe's 
Faust. The designs are to be by an artist 
well known in Germany, Engelbert Seibertz. 
The work is to be published in numbers. 

Tue historical remains and letters of Gzorcr 
Spatatiy have been published at Weimar. 
They are a valuable addition to the history 
of the Reformation. 

Ir is remarkable that the only oriental na- 
tion whose literature has much resemblance 
to ours, and has a direct practical value for 
us, is the Chinese. For instance, the works 
of this people upon agriculture abound in 
practical information, which may be made 
immediately useful in Europe and America. 
We noticed, some time since, the treatise on 
the raising and care of silk worms, translated 
and published at Paris, by M. Sranistas Jv- 
LIEN, which was so warmly welcomed in 
France as a timely addition to what was 
there known upon the subject. It seems that 
this work was but a small portion of an ex- 
tensive Cyclopedia of Agriculture in use in 
China, where the science of tilling the soil 
has in many respects been developed to an 
astonishing degree of perfection. This cyclo- 
—, M. Hervey, a French scholar, whose 

owledge of the Eastern languages is ac- 
companied by an equally profound love of 
farming, has undertaken to translate entire. 
This is a difficult and tedious enterprise, ¢s- 
pecially on account of the mass of botanical 
and technical expressions which occur in the 
work, and of which the dictionaries furnish 
no einen. Meanwhile M. Hervey has 
published some of the results of his studies in 
a work called Investigations on Agriculture 
and Gardening among the Chinese. He men- 
tions several varieties of fruits, vegetables, 
and trees, which might advantageously be in- 
troduced into France and Algiers; he also 
analyzes the Cyclopedia, and shows what are 
the difficulties in translating it. , 
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A REMARKABLE contribution to our know- 
of China, is M. Brot’s recent translation 
of the book called Techeu-li. It seems that in 
the twelfth century before Christ, the second 
asty that had ruled the country, that of 
, fell by its own vices, and the empire 
into the hands of Wu-wang, the head 
of the princely family of 7scheu-li. Wu-wang 
was a great soldier and statesman; he con- 
fided to his brother Tscheu-Kong, a man evi- 
dently of extraordinary political genius, the 
ove and administrative refurmation of the 
empire. He first laid the foundation of a re- 
form in moral ideas by an addition to the Y- 
Kingor sacred book, which the Chinese revere 
and incessantly study, but which still remains 
an unintelligible mystery for Europeans. Of 
his administrative reforms a complete record 
is preserved in the 7scheu-li, and nothing could 
be easier to understand. 

When the Tscheus thus came into power, 
they found in existence a powerful feudal 
aristocracy, from which they themselves pro- 
ceeded, and which they must tolerate. Ac- 
cordingly, they recognized within the im- 
periel dominions sixty-three federal juris- 
dictions, which were hereditary, but whose 
rulers were obliged to administer according 
to the laws and methods of the empire. Hav- 
ing made this concession, they abolished all 
other hereditary offices, and established in- 
stead, a vast system of centralization, such as 
the world has never seen equalled elsewhere. 
Theadministration, according to the Tscheu-li, 
is divided among six ministries, which were 
also divided into sections, and the executive 
functions descend regularly and systemati- 
cally to the lowest official, and include the 
entire movement of society. The emperor 
and the feudal princes are restrained by for- 
malities and usage, as well as by the expres- 
sion of disapprobation; and the officials of 
every grade by their hierarchical dependency, 
and by a system of incessant oversight; and 
finally, the people by proscription, and the 
education, industrial, as well as mental and 
moral, which the State dispenses to them. 
The sole idea in which this astonishing sys- 
tem rests, is that of the State, whose office is 
to care for all that can contribute to the pub- 
lie good, and which regulates the action of 
every individual with a view to this end. In 
his organization, Tscheu-Kong excelled every 
thing that the most centralized governments 
of Europe have devised. 

The Tscheu family remained in power for 
five centuries, and was finally broken down 
by the feudal element they had preserved. 
Bat so deep was the impress of Tschen-Kong 
upon the nation, that after centuries of revo- 
lutions and civil war, it returned to his insti- 
tutions and principles, and it is by them and 
in a great degree in their exact forms, that 
China is now governed. 

In form the Tscheu-li is like an imperial 
almanac of our own times. It is, however, 
much more complete, because Techeu-Kong 





gives in it a mass of detailed instructions, in 
order to make the officials aware of their du- 
ties and the precise limits of their authority. 
Thus the work affords a quite exact picture 
of the social condition of China at that time. 
There is no other monument of antiquity with 
which it can be perp except the Manus, 
the Indian book of law. The difference is, 
that in China the intellectual activity was al- 
together political, and the public ization 
altogether imperial and political ; while in In- 
dia the mental activity was metaphysical, and 
the public organization altogether municipal. 

e translation of the Tscheu was not pub- 
lished till after M. Biot’s decease; it was 
brought out by his father, with the assistance 
of M. Stanislas Julien. 


Tue library of the famous Cardinal Mezzo- 
fanti is about to be sold, and the catalogue is 
already printed—in Italian, of course. It isone 
of the most extensive and valuable collection 
of works in various languages ever made, and 
it is to be hoped that it may not be di 
of at the sale, but pass all together into some 

ublic library—that of some university would 
most appropriate. To indicate the con- 
tents of the catalogue, we give the titles of 
the different parts: Books in Albanian or 
Epirotic, Arabic, Armenian, American (In- 
dian dialects of Brazil, Mexico, Paraguay, 
Peru, United States), Bohemian, Ohaldaic, 
Chinese (Cochin-Chinese, Trin-Chinese, Ja- 
yy Danish (Swedish, Norwegian, Ice- 
andic, Laplandic), Hebrew (Antique, Rab- 
binic, Samaritan), Egyptian, or Coptic-Egyp- 
tian and Coptic, Arabic, Etruscan, Pheenician, 
Flemish, nch (Breton-French, Lorraine- 
French, Provencal), Gothic and Visi-Gothie, 
and Greek and Greek-Latin, Modern Greek, 
Georgian or Iberian, Oretian or Rhetian, 
Illyrian, Indo-oriental (Angolese, Burmese 
or Avian, Hindostanee, Malabar, Malayan, 
Sanscrit), English (Arctic, Breton or Celtic, 
Scotch-Celtic, Scotch, Irish, Welch), Italian 
(Fineban dialect, Maltese, Milanese, Sardinian, 
Sicilian), Kurdistanee or Kurdic, Latin, Ma- 
ronite and Syriac Maronite, Oceanic (Austra- 
lian), Dutch, Persian, Polish, Portuguese (va- 
rious dialects), Slavonian (Carniolan, Serbian, 
Ruthenian, Slavo-Wallachian), Syriac, Span- 
ish (Catalan, Biscayan), Russian, Turkish, 
Hungarian, Gipsey. 


Tuer French historian Micueret, deprived 
of his professorship in the College of France, 
is devoting himself more than ever to litera- 
ture. His last work, of which an authorized 
translation has just appeared in London, is 
The Martyrs of Russia. 


Micon Nicoras, one of the ablest among 
the French theologico-ethical writer has 
published a translation of the Considerations 
on the Nature and Historical Developments 
of Christian Philosophy, by Dr. Rirrzr, of 
the University of Gottingen. 
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which have just 

sella.” Bertion opoaks mtg f Paga- 
nella. i n praise 0 

nini’s genius as a composer. A volume would 
be required, he says, to indicate the new ef- 
fects, the ingenious methods, the grand and 
noble forms which he discovered, and even 
the orchestral combinations, which before him 
were not In spite of the rapid 


which, thanks to aganini, the vio- 
is making at the present day in respect of 
mechanical execution, his someoenees are 


yet the skill of most violinists, and in 
poem ao nace paren to conceive 
how their author was able to execute them. 
Unfortunately he was not able to transmit 
to his successors the vital spark which ani- 
mated and rendered human those astonishing 
prodigies of mechanism. 


M. Pattarere Onasies, one of the literary 
critics of the Journal des Debats, has publish- 
ed, at Paris, a book called Etudes sur la Lit- 
terateur et les Maurs des Anglo-Americanis, 
which abounds in those curions blunders that 
some French authors seem to be destined to 
when they write upon topics connected with 
foreign countries. For instance, he makes 
the pilgrims of Plymouth to have been the 
founders of Philadelphia, New-York, and 
Boston. Buffalo he sets down opposite to 
Montreal, speaks of the puritans of ) sete 
vania as near neighbors of Nova Scotia, and 
extends Arkansas to the Rocky Mountains. 
At New-York his regret is that a railroad has 
destroyed the beauty of Hoboken, and at New 
Orleans he laments that marri between 
whites and Creoles are interdicted. Of Coop- 
er, Irving, Bryant, Andubon, and Longfellow, 
he speaks in terms of just praise, but Willis is 
not mentioned. Bancroft and Hildreth are 
mentioned as historians, Prescott is spoken 
of briefly in connection with his Ferdinand 
and Isabella, while his other works are not 
alluded to. To Herman Melville, M. Chasles 
devotes fifty while Mr. Ticknor has not 
even the honor of amention. The author of 
this work is very far from doing justice either 
to American literature or to himself. 


Frve of the nine intended volumes of La- 
FuENTE’s General History of Spain from the 
remotest times to the present day, have ap- 
peargd in Paris. 

In Paris a new edition is announced of the 
best French versions of Fzenruore Coorer’s 
works—six or eight illustrated volumes. 





M. Guizor is about to publish a new vol 
at. Paris, with the title of oe 


Temps and his Times). It is to be 
com of 
no ey 


Life of Shakspeare, and the 
has written at various times 
upon different plays. The only noveity in it is 
a notice on Hamlet which was prepared ex- 
ressly for this publication. He regards both 
beth and Othello as better dramas than 
Hamlet, but thinks the last contains more 
brilliant examples of Shakspeare’s. sublimest 
beauties and faults. ‘‘ Nowhere,” 
says Guizot, “ he unveiled with more 
originality, depth and dramatic effect, the in- 
most state of a soul: but nowhere has 
he more abandoned himself to the caprices, 
terrible or burlesque, of his imagination, and 
to that abundant intemperance of a mind 
pressed to get out its ideas without choosing 
among them, and bent on rendering them 
striking by a strong, ingenious, and unex- 
pected mode of expression, without any re- 
rd to their trnth and natural form.” The 
rench critic also thinks that on the stage 
the effeet of Hamlet is irresistible, 

A eapriraL work on Paris has just been 
published at Berlin, from the pen of Frizp- 
rion Szarvapy, a Hungarian, who has re- 
sided for several years in Paris. The titles 
of the chapters are :—Paris in Paris; Stran- 
gers in Paris; Parisian Women; Street Elo- 

uence; the Temple of Jerusalem (the Bourse); 

alons and Conversation; Dancing, Song, 
and Flowers; the Ball at the Grand Opera; 
Artist Life; the Press; the Feuilleton; His- 
tory ou a Public Square; Lamartine, Cavaig- 
nae, Thiers; Leuis Bonaparte. Szarvady ob- 
serves sharply, and writes with as much grace 
and esprit as a Frenchman. Nothing can be 
more taking than his pages. They deserve a 
translation from the German into English. 


Vittereas, the Spanish historian, who in 
one of his recent works drew a parallel be- 
tween Espartero and Narvaez which excited 
great attention at Madrid and in other parts 
of Spain, has just been condemned by the 
court which has charge of the offences of the 
press, to a fine of twenty thousand reals, or 
twenty-five hundred dollars, for the sin 
against publie order and private eharacter 
contained in that parallel. 


An interesting and valuable series of arti- 
eles reviewing historically the systems of 
land tenure which have prevailed in different 
countries, is appearing in the Journal des 
Débats from the pen of M. Henry Trianon. 
The systems of India and China have already 
been examined. 


Tue termagant wife of Sir Edward Bulwer 
Lytton has just published The School for Hus- 
bands, a novel founded on the life and times 
of Moliere. Probably her own husband is 
shot at in all the chapters. 
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has presented a masteriy argument for the 
voluntary principle in matters me pS re 


Conven- | The “ test of experience” isin this, as in all 


portraits. of the 

tion will consist of six octavos, of which three 
are publ and the last is soleneenes by 
a biographical ske’sh of each of the seven 
bundred and fifty members. The period em- 
braced in this work is from 1792 to 1795, in- 
dlusive. There isa new History of the City of 
Lyons, in three octavos, by the city librarian. 


The Letters and unpublished Essays of 
Count Joszrn pE Maistre have been brought 
out at Paris, in two volumes octavo. The 
letters show the celebrated author in a new 
and pleasing light; a tone of genial unreserve 

vails in many of them, which those who 

ve become familiar with his brilliant, dog- 
matic, and paradoxical intellect, in his more 
elaborate writings, would hardly suppose him 
capable of. No writer, of this century at 
least, has more powerfully set forth the doc- 
trines of the Roman Catholic Church than he. 


Tue Political Situation of Cuba, a volume 
published in Paris, by Don Antonto Saoo, is 
commended in the des Deux Mondes. 
Don Antonio was one of the most distinguish- 
ed intelligences and liberals of the precious 
island: he argues against independence, or 
annexation to the American Union: he sug- 
gests various arrangements by which Spain 
could safely establish political freedom in Cu- 
ba, and he thinks administrative and judicial 
reforms to counteract the worst ills of her 
present situation, might be accomplished. 


A new edition of Saaron Turner’s His- 
of the Anglo-Saxons has just appeared 
in London, with im nt additions and re- 
vision. The first edition of Turner’s History 
was published in London more than fifty 
cm ago. At the time when the first vo- 
ume appeared, the subject of Anglo-Saxon 
antiquities had been nearly forgotten by the 
British public, although the most venerated 
laws, customs, and institutions of the nation 
originated before the Norman conquest. The 
Anglo-Saxon manuscripts lay unexamined in 
archives, and the important information they 
contained had never been made a part of ge- 
neral history. Mr. Turner undertook a care- 
ful and patient investigation of all the docu- 
ments belonging to the period preserved in 
the kingdom, and the result of his labors was 
the work in question, which at once gave rise 
to an almost universal passion for the records 
and remains of the Anglo-Saxon people, and 
called forth general applause from the best 
minds of England. A good edition of his 
History was — several years ago by 
Carey and Hart of Philadelphia, but it is 
now, we believe, out of print. 





other things, the best of the reli- 
ay ra vor the United States can well 
its application. Oneof the most notice- 
able results of the non-interference of the 
State is pointed out in the following passage : 
“To travellers in the United States, no fact has 
been more immediately or more powerfully strik- 
ing than the total absence of religious rivalry. 
Amidst such a multitude of sects, an inhabitant of 
the old world naturally, and almost instinctively 
looks for one that sets up exclusive pretensions’ 
and an actual predominance. But he 
finds nothing of the kind. Neither presbyterian- 
ism, or prelacy, nor any other form of ecclesiasti- 
cism, makes the slightest effort to lift its head 
above its fellow. And with the resignation of ex- 
clusive pretensions, the entire ical strife 
has. ceased, and the din of angry war has been 
hushed ; and here, at the voluntary princi- 
ee pemeg in its true colors, as a 
ver of peace and the author of concord. It is 

ied no longer with the arguing of disputed 
claims, but throws its whole energy into free and 
combined operations for the extension of Christian- 
ity. The general peng energy embodies itself 
in a thousand forms; but while there is before the 
church a vast field to which the activities of all 
are scarcely equal, there is, also, ‘a fair field and 
no favor,’—a field in which all have the same ad- 
vantages, and in which each is sure to find rewards 
jonate to its wisdom and its zeal. This in- 


estimable benefit of religious peace is clearly due 
to the voluntary principle.” 


Juntvs, since the publication of his Letters, 
never figured more conspicuously than during 
the last month. The Paris Revue des Deux 
Mondes has a very long article on the great 
secret by M. Charles Remusat, a member of 
the Institute, well known in historical criti- 
cism. He arrays skilfully the facts and rea- 
sonings which British inquirers have adduced 
in favor of Sir Philip Francis, and the other 
most probable author, Lord George Sackville. 
He seems to incline to the latter, but does not 
decide. He pronounces that, on the whole, 
Junius was not “a great publicist.” His 
powers and influence are investigated and 
explained by M. de Remusat with acuteness 
and comprehensive survey. Lord Mahon, in 
his new volumes, says, “‘ From the proofs ad- 
duced by others, and on a clear conviction of 
my own, I affirm that the author of Junius 
was no other than Sir Philip Francis.” We 
think not. The London Atheneum, last year, 
we thought, settled this point. It is under- 
stood that the editor of the Grenville Papers, 
now on the eve of publication, in London, is 
in favor of Lord Temple as a claimant for the 
authorship of Junius. The January number of 
the Quarterly Review contains an article on 
the subject. 
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Tae Natural of the Human Speci 
Tcaasesdetens OnaRLEs acumen 
is the title of a duodecimo volume 
from the press of Gould & Lincoln of Bos- 
ton. An American editor (Dr. Kneeland) has 
added an introductory survey of recent liter- 
ature on the subject. The whole perform- 
ancé is feeble. The author and his editor 
endeavor to make out something like the in- 
tidel theory of Professor Acassiz, which, a 
year or two ago, attracted sufficient atten- 
tion to induce an investigation and an intelli- 
gent judgment, in several quarters, as to the 
real claims of that person to the distinctions 
in science which his advertising managers 
claim for him. We have not space now for 
any critical investigation of the work, and 
therefore merely warn that portion of our 
readers who feel any interest in ethnological 
studies, of its utter worthlessness, 


Aw Englishman, Mr, Francis Bonyneg, re- 
eently from the East Indies, has come to this 
eountry at the instance of our minister in 
London, for the purpose of bringing before 
us the subject of introducing some twenty of 
the most valuable agricultural staples of the 
East, among which are the tea, coffee, and 
indigo plants, into the United States. He 
gives his reasons for believing that tea and 
indigo would become articles of export from 
this country to an amount greater than the 
whole of our present exports. He says that 
tea, for which we now pay from sixty-five to 
one hundred cents per lb. may be produced 
for from two to five cents, free from the nox- 
ious adulterations of the tea we import. He 
has published a small volume under the title 
of The Future Wealth of America, in which his 
opinions are fully explained and illustrated. 

Tue first volume of a work on Christian 
Iconography, by M. Divron, of Paris, opens 
to the curious reader a new source of intel- 
lectual enjoyment, both in the department of 
ancient religious art, and in the archxology 
of the early paintings of the Catholic Church. 
The rich, profuse, and quaint plates of the 
original work are used in a translation ably 
made by E. J. Millington, published in Lon- 
don by Bohn, and in New-York by Bangs. 


Sir Franors Bonp Heap, so well known 
in this country as one of.the former gover- 
nors of Canada, and as an author of remarka- 
ble versatility and cleverness, has published 
an agreeable but superficial book on Paris— 
the Paris of January, 1852—under the quaint 
title of A Bundle of French Sticks ; and Mr. 
Putnam has reprinted it in his new library. 


A REMARKABLE book published in Louis- 
ville, Kentucky, in 1847, by J. D. Nounss, 
under the title of Remarks on the Past, and 
its Legacies to American Society, has just 
been reprinted in London, with an introduc- 
tion by D. T. Courron. 





Tae following works, all of which have 
romising titles, will soon be published by 
. 8. Reprrexp: Men of the Times in 1853, 

comprising biographical sketches of all the 
celebrated men of the present day; Charac- 
ters in the Gospels, by Rev. E. H. Chapin: 
Tales and Traditions of Hungary, by There- 
sa Pulzky; The Comedy of Love, and the 
His of the Eighteenth Century, by Ar- 
sene Houssaye; Aytoun’s Lays of the Scot- 
tish Cavaliers ; The Cavaliers of England, and 
The Knights of the Olden Time, or the Chiv- 
wn England, France and Spain, by Hen- 
ry W. Herbert; Lectures and Miscellanies, 
by Henry James; and Jsa: a Pilgrimage, by 
Caroline Chesebro. 

The Westminster Review says of Atior 
Oarey, whose Clovernook we noticed favora- 
bly in the last International, that “ no Ame- 
rican woman can be compared to her for 
genius ;” the Paris Débats refers to her as a 
_— of the rank of Mrs. Etizasetu Barrett 

ROWNING in England ; the literary critic of 

The Tribune (the learned and accomplished 
Riptey whose judgment in such a matter is 
beyond appeal) prefers her Clovernook to Miss 
Mitrorp’s Our Village, or Professor Witson’s 
Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life. 


Mr. Dantet 8. Curtiss has availed himself 
well of large opportunities for personal ob- 
servation, in his volume just published under 
the title of Western Portraiture, and Emi- 
grant’s Guide, a description of Wisconsin, Il- 
linois, and Iowa, with remarks on Minnesota 
and other territories. It is the most judicious 
and valuable book of the kind we have seen. 


Here Frevnp, the Philologist, is in Lon- 
don, engaged in constructing a German-Eng- 
lish and English-German dictionary upon his 
new system ; and Professor Smrrn, the learn- 
ed editor of the Dictionary of Greek and Ro- 
man Antiquities, announces a dictionary of 
Greek and Roman Geography, the articles to 
be written by the principal contributors to 
his previous works. 

Tue Onristmas Booxs of the present sea- 
son in England have not been very reinarka- 
ble. Mr. Dioxens, in an extra number of his 
Household Words, printed What Christmas 
is to Everybody ; and we have from Wuxi 
Cottins, A New Christmas Story; by the 
author of “The Ogilvies,” Alice Learmont, a 
Fairy Tale of Love ; by the author of “Tho 
Maiden Aunt,” a pleasant little book entitled 
The Use of Sunshine. 


Unper the title of Z ta de P. Ovidis 
Nastonis, Blanchard & Lea of Philadelphia 
have published a series of selections from 4 
poet whose works, for obvious reasons, are 
not read entire in the schools, The extracts 
present some of the most beautiful parts of 
this graceful and versatile poet. 
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THE FINE ARTS. 





Che Five Arts. 


Tae American Art Unions have not been 
successful in the last year, unless an excep- 
tion may be made in regard. to that of New 
England, at Boston. The American, at New- 
York, deferred indefinitely its annual distri- 
bution of pictures, on account of the smail 
number of its subscriptions; and the Pennsyl- 
vanian, at Philadelphia, by a recent fire in 
that city has lost its admirably - engraved 
plates of Huntington’s pictures from the Pil- 
grim’s Progress, the last of which was just 
completed and placed in the hands of the 
printer. It will make no distribution. 

A Srcman artist, residing at Naples, has 
amused himself, and probably pleased his so- 
vereign, by composing a life-sized group, re- 
presenting Religion supporting King Ferdi- 
nand, and guarded by an angel, who places 
his foot on an evil spirit. On the other side 
of this group is a child bearing the scales of 
justice. ‘How much,” writes a correspond- 
ent of the Atheneum, “the artist is to get for 
this plaster blasphemy, I know not; but a 
more impudent caricature (at the present mo- 
ment) it would be difficult to imagine.” Ano- 
ther artist has, however, beaten the Sicilian 
sculptor quite out. A small bronze group re- 
presents Religion triumphing over Impiety 
and Anarchy. Impiety is represented by a 
female figure, under whose arm are two books 
inscribed Voltaire and Luther! Anarchy has 
taken off her mask, and let fall two scrolls, on 
which are written Communismo and Constituto. 


Proressor Zann, who has been engaged 
during a period of more than twenty years in 
examining the ruins of Pompeii and Hercula- 
neum, has exhibited at Berlin a collection of 
casts unique in their kind. These are 8,000 
in number ; and comprise all the remarkable 
sculptures of the above places, besides those 
found at Stabis, and those of the vast collec- 
tion of the Museo Borbonico and other mu- 
seums of the Two Sicilies. The casts from 
the Museo Borbonico are the first ever made, 
—the King of Naples having accorded the 
privilege of taking these copies to M, Zahn 
alone, in royal recompense for the Professor’s 
great work on Pompeii and Herculaneum. 

A Book which all students of art should 

ss, is Dr. Kuarer’s Geschichte der Kunst 
Cistory of Art), with the Illustrations (Bil- 
atlos) which accompany it, and which are 
now being published at Stuttgart. The an- 
cient and modern schools of Art—Painting, 
Sculpture, and Architecture—are here repre- 
sented in outlines of their most celebrated 
and characteristic works. Eleven numbers 
of these Illustrations have appeared, and the 
whole work will be completed in the course 
of the coming year. 





In our musical world there have been se- 
veral noticable facts in the last month. The 
opera company, perhaps from the utter in- 
capacity of its director, has been divided, and 
the best portion of it has been singing at Ni- 
blo’s Theatre. Jenny Lind’s farewell series 
of concerts was prevented by intelligence of 
the death of the great singer’s mother, in 
Sweden. Catherine Hayes has been success- 
ful in several concerts at Tripler Hall, and 
Mrs. Bostwick, whom the best critics of the 
city regard as superior to any singer who has 
appeared among us, except Jenny Lind, has 
given a second series of her subscription con- 
certs, which were extremely well attended. 


A corrEsPonvENT of the Atheneum, writ- 
ing from Egypt, urges that a few young art- 
ists should be sent out with orders to copy 
all the hieroglyphics on the most important 
temples, as well as the numerous tablets and 
fragments which are daily brouglit to light. 
“ A work pursued with such materials—all 
theories and arbitrary classification being ex- 
cluded—would ever remain as a lasting mo- 
nument, and would reflect great credit on the 
Government which should order its execu- 
tion.” Less than one-half of the money re- 
quired for the reraoval of the Obelisk would 
amply cover all expenses, 

A CORRESPONDENT of Kuhne’s Europa writes 
from Dresden that a number of humorous 
drawings, sketched by the pencil of Schiller, 
and accompanied by descriptions in his own 
hand, have been found in the possession of 
a Swabian family, with whom the great poet 
became acquainted during his residence at 
Loschwitz. 


In Berlin, M. von Prinz, a pupil of Kiss, 
the sculptor, is erecting a group which he 
calls The Lion-killer, in imitation of the 
Amazon. Kiss himself is engaged on a set of 
groups from a fox-hunt. Rauch has almost 
completed a bust of Humboldt, and statues of 
General Gneisenau and of Hope. 

A cotossaL statue of the Emperor Napo- 
leon, thirty feet high, is to be a te on the 
top of the Triumphal Arch, at the end of the 
Champs Elysées, in Paris. ‘ 


Kavrsaon has undertaken to draw a set 
of sketches for an illustrated edition of Shaks- 
peare, which will shortly be published by 
Nicolai, at Berlin. 

Mr. Greenoven, is now in New-York, 
awaiting the arrival of his splendid group for 
the Capitol, from Italy. He will soon be en- 
gaged on his statue of his friend the late Mr. 
Cooper, to be erected in this city. 
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legislature for such a law, and simi- 
efforts. are being made in New-York and other 


In Mexico there is a continuance of the imbeci- 
ity of the government and the agitations of fac- 
tions. Rumors, constantly varying, in regard to 


* 


immedi- | the conduct and prospects of Caravajal, leave us 


wisely and efficiently its servants can attend to 
her own affairs. At the same time it is not to be 
doubted that citizens in their private capacity ber f 
and will do Asay for the santa exile Ses pl 

among us for the means of o i e 0 
SI re eek coe 


to endorse the doctrine of Kossuth res: 
tervention to insure non-intervention. 

now in the state of Ohio, and he probably will re- 
main in this country long enough—since the French 
revolution has at least deferred any great and unit- 
ed movement of the European dem —to visit 
all the principal cities of the valley of the Mis- 


siss' 

But little important business has yet been ac- 
complished in Congress, though numerous bills 
have been introduced, as is usual in the early 
weeks of the session. On the morning of the 24th 
of December, a portion of the capitol, occupied 
by the national libear , was destroyed by fire, with 
nearly sixty thousand printed volumes, and many 
MSS., maps, medals, portraits, sculptures, and 
other works of art. 

The legislatures of several of the states are 
now in session. Those of Ohio, Michigan, Missis- 
sippi, Wisconsin and California, met on the 5th of 
January ; those of New-York, Pennsylvania and 
Delaware, on the 6th; those of Maryland and 
Massachusetts, on the 7th; that of Indiana, on the 
8th ; those of Virginia and Illinois, on the 12th; 
that of New Jersey, on the 13th; that of Maine, 
on the 14th, and that of Louisiana, on the 19th, 
No great national questions have been promi- 
nently before the state legislatures, except that 
of our foreign relations, with special reference to 
Hungary, upon which the assemblies in the seve- 
ral states appear to be less conservative than 

ess, e most important subject of local 
administration, is that of the suppression of the 
sales of intoxicating liquors. The law of Maine, 
enacted last year, will probably be sustained in 





in doubt whether any thing of importance 
will grow out of his attempts at revolution in the 
rm provinces. The inistration appears 
to have acted with decision, but probably with 
impotence so far as the final result is concerned, in 
regard to the Tehuantepec railroad contract. 
th America presents the usual series of dis- 
turbances, with some facts which indicate a pros- 
ee oe but all such prospects in the 
jpanish states of this continent are apt to be de- 
ceptive. The birthday of Bolivar was celebrated 
at Caracas on the 28th of October with great public 
festivities. Treaties between Brazil and Uruguay 
were formed for alliance, military aid, commerce 
and navigation, and the mutual surrender of cri- 
minals, on the 12th of October. We learn from 
Buenos Ayres that, through November, Rosas was 
making preparations to meet Urquiza. He 
had established a corps of observation in the di- 
rection of Entre Rios to look out for an invasion. 
A considerable emigration was taking place from 
Buenos Ayres to Montevideo, mostly of previous 
residents of the latter city. 

In Great Britain the most important recent 
event is the retirement of Lord Palmerston from 
the cabinet, in which he held the place of Secre- 
tary of State for Foreign Affairs. This occurred 
on the 22d of December. The causes of Lord 
Palmerston’s retirement are a subject of much 
unsatisfactory speculation, and the fact is gener- 
ally regretted by the friends of political liberty in 
Europe. His successor is Granville, a no- 
bleman of manly and liberal character, heretofore 
connected with the government. It is appre- 
hended that the popular feeling may induce the 
recall of Lord Palmerston to be the head of a new 
ministry. Great Britain has now no envoy resi- 
dent in the United States, but it is not improbable 
that Sir Henry Bulwer will return to this ra | 
for the final settlement of affairs connected wi 
Central America. It is understood officially that 
the attack of a British man-of-war on the United 
States steamer Prometheus, at Greytown, was 
entirely unauthorized 

The Admiralty have determined not to send 
another expedition in search of Sir John Franklin, 
by way of Behring’s Straits. The Plover is to be 
communicated with each year by a man-of-war— 
the Amphitrite is the next. The proposed overland 
expedition of Lieut. Pym has been abandoned. 

he English war at the Cape of Good Hope 
continues with little change, though a few im- 
portant successes by the English are reported. 
The war ap to be condemned by a large 
and respectable portion of the journals and the 
people at home. In its character and details it 
continues to resemble our own contest with the 
Indians in Florida, 





HISTORICAL REVIEW OF THE MONTH. 





colleges from the 14th of December to the 21st of 
December following ; 4. The state of siege is de- 

the first military division; 5. The 
Council of State is dissolved ; 6. The Minister of 
the Interior is ed with the execution of the 


Eied these further 


Gaukes betes the legislative corps; 4. A legisla- 


tive corps, discussing and voting the laws, named 

iversal without the scrutin de liste 
which falsifies the election; 5. A second Assem- 
bly formed of all the illustrious persons of the na- 
tion—a apy power, guardian of the 
fundamental pact and of public liberty.” At an 
early hour, on the .2d, these manifestoes were 
found covering the walls of Paris, and at the same 
time the principal thoroughfares were filled with 
troops of the line. 

President had taken utions that the 
National Guard should not be called out. The 
Generals Changarnier, Cavaignac, Bedeau, Lamo- 
rici¢re, Leflo, Colonel Charras, MM. Bazé, Thiers, 

the Commissary of Police of the Assembly, 
and others of the leading heads of parties, were 
arrested before they had risen for the day. Many 
members of the Assembly gathered at the house 
of M. Daru, one of their Vice-Presidents, and, hay- 
ing him at their head, proceeded to their ordinary 
place of meeting, but found access effectually bar- 
red by the Chasseurs de Vincennes, a co re- 
cently returned from Algeria. These men loreibly 
withstood the entrance of the members, some of 
whom-were slightly wounded. Returning with M. 
Daru, they were invited by General Lauriston to 
the Marie of the 10th arrondissement, where the 
formed a sitting, presided over. by two of their 
Vice-Presidents, Mt Vitel and M. Benvist d’Azy 
(M. Daru having meanwhile been arrested), and 
proceeded to frame a decree to the following ef- 
fect: “Louis Napoleon Bonaparte is deprived of 
his functions as President of the Republic, and the 
citizens are commanded to refuse him obedience ; 
the executive power passes in full right to the Na- 
tional Assembly ; the judges of the High Court 


. | Were 
carrii 





ten o'clock on Wednesday morning some members 
of the Mountain appeared in the Rue d’ Antoine, 
and raised the cry Auz armes! The party the 
eollected immediately began to erect a barricade 
at the corner of the Rue St, Marguerite. Troops 
uickly at the spot, when the barricade was 
and the representative Baudin was killed. 
Some oe eect isn ag in after- 
noon, but as quickl tro General Magnan, 
the commander n-hie of the army of Paris, see- 
ing the was passed in insignificant skirmishes, 
now tevin to withdraw hie small te 
allow the discontented to gather toa head. On the 
morning of the 4th it was reported that the in- 
surrection had it focus in the Quartiers St. An- 
toine, St. Deais, and St. Martin, and that several 
icades were in The General de- 
ferred his attack untit two o’clock, when the vari- 
ous brigades of acted in concert. The bar- 
rieades were attacked in the first instance by 
artillery, and then carried at the point of the 
bayonet. There were none which offered very 
serious resistance, and the whole contest was over 
about five o’clock. In the evening, however, fresh 
barricades were raised in the Rues Montmartre and 
Montorgueil, and others in the Rues Pagevin and 
des Fosses Montmartre, which were successfully 
attacked in the night by the officers in command 
of those quarters. On the 5th the last remains 
of street-fighting were effectually quelled. The 
loss to the military in these operations was twen- 
ty-five men killed, of whom one was Lieut.-Col. 
Loubeau, of the line, and 184 wounded, of whom 
seventeen were officers. The number of insur- 
gents killed is unknown, but they are estimated 
at from two to three thousand, including, unfortu- 
nately, many indifferent persons, who were acci- 
dentally passing along the boulevards when the 
soldiery suddenly opened their sweeping fire. 
The insurgents taken with arms in their hands 
were carried to the Champ de Mars, and there 
shot by judgment of court martial. Most of the 
political prisoners arrested were discharged after 
a few days, some of the mcre formidable only be- 
ing longer detained. 
aS decree of the President dated the 2d De- 
cember, the French people were convoked in their 
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hat ie voting con- 
sequently commenced by universal suffrage , and 
the President has been re-elected for ten years by 
a majority greatly exceeding that of his contest 
with Cavaignac. In Paris, of 394,049 registered 
voters 197,091 have voted in the affirmative; 
95.511, in the negative; and 96,819 abstained 
from voting. The majority for Louis Napoleon 
being 191,500. In the provinces he has a 
majority of eight to one. The ina tion of the 
usurper took in the church of Notre Dame 
on the 8d of January, and the new order of things 
has been recognized by all the courts of Euro’ 
On the 25th of November a French squadron 
appeared before Salee, to claim satisfaction for an 
act of piracy committed by the inhabitants of that 
town. The Caid asked for six days to take the 
orders of the Emperor of Morocco; and the Caid 
of Rabat sent a similar evasive reply. The next 
day the French bombarded the place for seven 
hours, the fire being returned by both forts of 
Rabat and Salee. The Admi however, con- 
fined his chastisement to the latter, which he tho- 
roughly performed, and fired the town in several 
places. The French fleet arrived at Tangier on 
the morning of the 29th, when the Consul-General 
for Moroceo and several officers of the squadron 
landed, and had an interview with the ww of 
the province, which ended in a satisfactory ar- 
rangement, to the great relief of the people of 
Tangier, who were in consternation at pros- 
pect of sharing the fate of their neighbors. 

From Austria we learn the partial amelioration 
in private business of the financial difficulties, 
The Emperor published, on the Ist of January, 
decrees, that whereas the provisions of the consti- 
tution were cancelled by the imperial edict of 
August 20, 1851, the last principles of political 
right conceded by the constitution are now disa- 
vowed. There now exists no political right in the 
empire. The Austrian government continues to 
watch with the keenest anxiety the proceedings 
of the exiled Italians and Hungarians, and by ve- 

stringent arrangements in regard to the press, 
and the interdiction of most foreign journals, keeps 
the “ dangerous classes” in ignorance of the sym- 
pathy with which they are regarded from abroad. 

The Queen of Spain, by a spontaneous act of 
her royal clemency, granted a pardon to all such 





i made in the last i 
fale of Cubs, as are citizens ] 


still in Cuba. The queen on the 20th of December 
gave birth toa Fan who is heir to the throne. 

From China there are re that the Emperor 
has been compelled to resign in favor of the revo 
lutionary general, whose triumphant march through 
many revolted provinces has, from time to time, 
been noticed in the last half year. The state- 
ment, however, does not pe ge to be credited by 
some of the best informed on journals, 

The Queen of M is bent on extermi- 
nating Christianity in her dominions, and has long 
mercilessly or those who prefer the “new 
religion.” the last outburst of this aes 
persecution, four.persons were burnt alive; four- 
teen ipitated from a high rock and crushed to 
death; a hundred and seventeen persons con- 
demned to work in chains as long as they live; 
twenty persons cruelly flogged with rods, besides 
1,748 other persons muleted in heavy penalties, 
reduced into slavery, and compelled to buy them- 
selves back, or deprived of their wives and fami- 
lies. Persons of rank have been degraded, and 
sent as forced laborers to carry stone for twelve 
months together to build houses; and, in an end- 
less variety of other ways have the maddened pas 
sions of one wicked woman been permitted now 
for years past to plunge a great country in ruin. 

There om been a serious Mussulman riot at 
Bombay, occasioned by the Parsee editor of an 
illustrated newspaper, in each number of which is 
given a life and portrait of some remarkable his 
torical character, having published—in the series 
(next to one of Benjamin Franklin )—a life and por- 
trait of Mahomet. Both are said to have been 
unexceptionable, according to European ideas, but 
the whole Mussulllan population (145,000 in num- 
ber). considered their faith insulted and outraged 
by the publication, holding it sacrilege and idola- 
try to imagine and print any likeness whatever of 
so sacred a personage. 

The Wahabees, who inhabit the interior and 
highland portion of Arabia, have pillaged the holy 
cities of Mecca and Medina, destroying the 
mosques, sacking the cities, and carrying off num- 
bers of women and children into the desert. It 
is sup to be in revenge for the punishment 
inflicted on them thirty years ago, when they had 
conquered the same cities. 

e Turkish government has introduced the cul- 
ture of cotton in the vicinity of Damascus, with seed 
procured from the United States. It is successful. 





Stivutific Discoveries aut Proceedings of Learucd Societies. 


In London, among the scientific questions of a 
practical kind much discussed, is that of a patent 
process for contracting the fibres of calico, and 
of obtaining on calico thus prepared colors of much 
brilliancy. It is regarded by chemists as likely to 
lead to valuable results. In the British Associa- 
tion, it was described as the discovery that a solu- 
tion of cold but. caustic soda acts peculiarly oa 
cotton fibre, immediately causing it to contract; 
and although the soda can be readily washed out, 





yet the fibre has undergone a change. Thus, tak- 
ing @ coarse cotton fabric, and acting upon it by 
the proper solution of caustic soda, this could be 
made much finer in appearance ; and if the finest 
calico made in England—known as one hundred 
ont ae picks to the web—be thus acted on, it 
immediately appears as fine as two hundred and 
sixty picks. Stockings of open weaving assume & 
much finer texture by the condensation process; 
but the effect of the alteration is most strikingly 
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colors: the tint of pink cotton veivet 
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out 
strength and brilliancy, besides iu 
po finer than could be possibly wonder tae 
The strength, too, is increased by this ; for 
a string of calico which breaks with a weight of 
thirteen ounces when not soaked, will bear twenty 
ounces when half condensed by the caustic soda, 


Ara recent meeting of the Paris Academy of 
Sciences, M. Yvant read an important practical 
Memoir on the production of Wool, in the Merino 
ace. He teaches that the only means of obtain- 
ing fine wool—taking into account the weight of 
the sheep’s body,—is the employment of races 
of small size. m the skin is very delicate, it 
secretes less of wool than when it is otherwise ;— 
the fineness of the wool is proportioned to that of 
the skin. Those countries in which the winter is 

or cold, or where the sheep remains in the 

the greater part of the year, and does not lie 
on ploughed are es ly suited to the 
duction of the finest and most elastic wools, 
chiefly sought after for manufacture of cloth. 





Expegiments on the ication of electro-mag- 
netism as a motive anes been stadegi 
some ing results in Paris, as well as in this 
country. M. Dumont, in a paper on the subject 
submitted to the Female Academy, states, “that if 
in the ction of great power the electro-mag- 
netic force is inferior to that of steam, it becomes 
= to it, and perhaps superior in the production 
of small power, which may be subdivided, varied, 
and introduced into employments or trades re- 
quiring but little capital, and where the absolute 
value of the mechanical power is less essential 
than the facility of provucing instantaneously and 
at pleasure the power itself.” In this point of view 
electro- tic power comes to complete, not to 
supersede, that of steam. 


In the papers of the celebrated Lalande, re- 
—_ presented to the Paris Academy of Sciences, 
by M. Arago, there is a note to the that so 
far back as the 26th of October, 1800, he and 
Burckhardt were of opinion, from calculations, 
that there must be a planet beyond Uranus, and 
pray Rrra Guenlien for some time in trying 
to discover its precise position. This is a very cu- 
rious fact for astronomers. 





Recent Heaths. 


Jort R. Porserr, LL.D., long distinguished in 
society and in affairs, died at his residence in 
Statesburg, South Carolina, on the 12th of De- 
cember. The first American ancestor of Mr. 


Poinsett came to this country from Soubisi, near | the 


Rochelle, in France, soon after the revocation of 
the edict of Nantz. His father was a physician, 
and served in the Revolution under Count Pulaski. 
He himself was born at Charleston on the second 
of March, 1779, and, after having passed some 
time at the school of the Rev. Timothy Dwight 
ong fete President of Yale College), at Green- 
Connecticut, he was sent, at the close of the 
Revolution, to England, to complete his studies, 
and for the advantages of foreign travel. Return- 
ing in 1800, when he was twenty-one years of age, 
he commenced the study of law in the office of 
Mr. Desaussure, afterwards Chancellor of South 
Carolina. Before his admission to the bar, he 
again embarked for Europe, extending his travels 
to Switzerland, Bavaria, Austria, and the northern 
countries of the continent. At St. Petersburg he 
became acquainted with the Emperor Alexander, 
soon after his accession, and was received by him 
with marked partiality, and often questioned re- 
specting the peculiar institutions of thiscountry. On 
one occasion, after he had been expatiating at large 
on the advantages of America, the Czar exclaimed, 
“Were [ not an emperor, I would be a republi- 
can.” Declining the offer of a place in the ser- 
vice of the Emperor, he commenced a tour into 
the East, travelling through Persia and Armenia, 
and, returning to Europe, resided for some time in 
ay capitals, - On the breaking out of dif- 
ulties between the United States and Great 
Britain, in 1808, he returned to his own country, 
and applied to Mr. Madison for a commission in 
the army. Owing to some objections by the 
secretary of War, he did not obtain the commis- 
sion, but was sent by the President to South 





America, to ascertain the result of the revolutions 
which had recently occurred in that quarter. 
While in Chili, he heard of the declaration of war 
between England and America. Embarking in 
frigate Essex, to return to this country, with a 
view to enter the army, he was made a prisoner 
on the surrender f vat vessel to the British by 
Commodore Porter. The British Commander re- 
fused to allow his return —— the rest of the 
isoners, regarding him as a dangerous enemy of 
England, he Ganhae determined to cross the 
continent to the Atlantic. He the Andes 
in the month of April, when they were covered 
with snow, and, a great difficulties, reached 
Buenos Ayres, He succeeded, in a Portuguese 
vessel, in reaching Madeira, where, on his arrival, 
he learned that a treaty of peace had been con- 
cluded. Soon after he reached South Carolina, he 
was elected to the ure of that State, in which 
he devoted himself chiefly to the establishment of 
a system of internal improvements. In 1821 he 
was elected to from the Charleston Dis- 
trict, and was twice re-elected to that body. In 
1822, he was sent to Mexico, by President Monroe, 
to obtain information with regard to the govern- 
ment under Iturbide. He performed this mission 
with signal success. Foreseeing the speedy down- 
fall of the imperial administration, gave his 
advice against all connection with it, on the part 
of this country. He had scarcely returned home, 
when Iturbide abdicated the throne. Soon after 
the election of Mr. Adams, which he had hyd 
posed, Mr. Poinsett was again appoin inis- 
pa to Mexico, where he rane see wel the summer 
of 1829. His important services in this period are 
ve od detailed in a memoir of his political life, 
in the first volume of the Democratic Review, and 
were warmly approved in the first annual 
of President J: On returning to the United 
States, he devoted himself to the pursuits of pri- 
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friends as a candidate for the State Senate, 


formation of Mr. Van Buren’s cabinet, Mr. 
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in this country, and in Europe. i 
on Mexico, written soon after his last return from 


im nt tothe Paris G ical Society, 
char tonsied associations and at heme 
Moses Srvart, D. D., of the Theological Semi- 
at Andover, died at his residence in that 
town on the 4th of January, in the seventy-second 
ear of his He was born in Wilton, Conn., 
March 16, 1780 ; was graduated at Yale College in 
1799 ; and was a tutor in that institution from 1802 
to 1804. After having studied the nea of 
the law, he turned his attention to , and 
in 1806 was ordained of the Cen Con- 
gregational church in New Haven. He was 
called to the Professorship of Sacred mem in 
Andover Theological Seminary in 1810, con- 
tinued for nearly forty years to discharge its im- 
portant duties. Professor Stuart was a man of 
great natural abilities, honorable principles, and 
a strong will; for a long period he occupied the 
first place among cultivators of sacred learning in 
this country; and though younger men, with 
larger opportunities, have recently attained to 
greater eminence, no one in the same field has 
ever exercised a more im t and advanta- 
influence. His first considerable work was 

a Hebrew Grammar, published in 1823. It 
scarcely deserves comparison with the more ¢ele- 
brated performance of Gesenius, of which Profes- 
sor Stuart himself gave to the public a translation, 
more than twenty years after the publication of 
his own work ; but ir some time after its original 
appearance it was the best Hebrew Grammar in 
the English langu: In 1825 he was associated 
with Professor inson in the uction of a 
Greek Grammar-of the New Testament ; in 1827 
he published his Commentary on the Epistle to the 
Hebrews ; in 1829 his Hebrew Chrestomathy, and in 
mmen- 


. | were no @ 


influences for the | w 





ical labor, and a singleness of rpose to 
eat the meaning of the apostle, Sithout re- 


bt 


; a profoundly learned and critical work, in 
the interpretation of this difficult book va- 
ries much from that which has been most generally 
received. In the same year he also gave .to the 
church a Critical History and Defence of the Old 
Testament Canon. His devotion to biblical criti- 
cism continued to the close of his life, and we be- 
lieve, his last use of the pen wasin the correction of 
the concluding sheets of a volume of Commentaries. 
In his later years Professor Stuart entered: into 
political controversies, and was particularly dis- 
tinguished for his defence of the policy of Mr. 
Webster, ina pamphlet entitled Conscience and 
the Constitution. He also ventured very injudi- 
ciously into the field of classical criticism, in an 
edition of Cicero, which was sharply reviewed by 
Professor Kingsley of Yale College; and he lost 
reputation in his more legitimate sphere by a con- 
troversy with Professor Conant, of Madison Uni- 
versity, growing out of his translation of the He 
hee Grammar of Metryema It is not to be denied 
t in measuring his strength against that of these 
accomplished scholars, he was signally unfortunate. 
In his 1 character he was simple, sincere, 
enthusiastic, brave, and religious. He was well 
entitled to the great respect in which he was held 
by the church. He had been ordained for high 
services, and he had accomplished them. Every 
duty of which he was capable was finished, and 
he could have added nothing to his good reputa 
tion if his years had been prolonged. 


Wriuram Gaimsnavw, born in Ireland in 1781, 
but nearly all his life a resident of this country, 
where he was for many years well known as a 
writer, died near Philadelphia on the 8th of Jan- 
uary. Besides editing rewriting a considera- 
ble portion of Baine’s History of the Wars grow 
ing out of the French Revolution, he was the au- 
thor of Histories of Great Britain, France, and 
several other countries, which for a long time 
were very generally used as text-books in schools, 
and he also wrote The American Chesterfeld, 
The Ladies’ Lexicon, and nomervus smaller vol- 
umes, which were creditable to his abilities. His 

ing was extensive, and his knowledge of 


events during his lifetime, particularly in British 
accurate, Hi 


affairs, was minute and His mind lost 
none of its vigor with the a) of age, and in 
his fine countenance, and imposing figure, there 
of decay. His love of read- 
ing continued to the last, and within a year he 
frequently employed his pen on such subjects as 
he took an especial interest in. 
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oy like him. It is understood that. by 

will he has left a million dollars (£200,000) for 
oe of founding an institution for the relief of 
of yed artists, and has given it aleo' the chief 
part of his pictures, to adorn the building which is 
to be occupied by it. The Times says, “although 
it would be out of place to revive the discussions 
occasioned by the peculiarities of Mr. Turner’s 
style in his later years, he has left behind him suf- 
ficient proofs of the variety and fertility of his 

genius to establish an undoubted claim to a 
minent rank among the painters of ay sar Fis 
life had been extended to the verge of human ex- 
istence; for although he was fond of throwing a 
mystery over his precise age, we believe that he 
was born in Maiden-lane, Coven len, in the 
year 1775, and was, uently, in his 76th or 
7th year. Of humble origin (he was the son of 
a barber), he enjoyed the advantages of an accu- 
rate rather than a liberal education. His first stu- 
dies, some of which ere still in existence, were in 
architectural design; and few of those who have 
been astonished or enchanted by the profusion and 
caprice of form and color in his mature pictures, 
would have guessed the minute and scientific pre- 
cision with whicl? he had cultivated the arts of 
linear drawing and tive. His early man- 
hood was spent partly on the coast, where he im- 
bibed his inexhaustible attachment for marine 
scenery and his acquaintance with the wild and 
varied aspect of the ocean. Somewhat later he 
repaired to Oxford, where he contributed for se- 
veral years the drawing to the University Al- 
manac. But his genius was rapidly breaking 
through all obstacles, and even the repugnance of 
public opinion ; for before he had completed his 
30th year he was on the high road to fame. As 
early as 1790 he exhibited his first work, a water- 
colored drawing of the entrance to Lambeth, at 
the exhibition of the Academy; and in 1793 his 
first oil painting. In November, 1799, he was 
elected an associate, and in February, 1802, he at- 
tained the rank of a Royal Academician. We 
shall not here attempt to trace the vast series of 
his paintings from his earlier productions, such as 
the “ Wreck,” in Lord Yarborough’s collection, the 
“Italian Landscape,” in the same gallery, the 
lant to Lord Ellesmere’s Vanderwelde,” or 
. Munro’s “ Venus and Adonis,” in the Titian- 
esque manner, to the more obscure, original, and, 
as some think, unapproachable productions of his 
later years, such as the “Rome,” the “ Venice,” 
the “Golden Bough,” the “Téméraire,” and the 
“Tusculum.” But while these great works pro- 
ceeded rapidly from his palette, his powers 
of design were no less actively engaged in the 
exquisite water-colored  drawi that have 
formed the basis of the modern school of “illus- 
tration.” The “Liber studiorum” had been com- 
menced in 1807, in imitation of Claude’s “ Liber 
veritatis,” and was etched, if we are not mistaken, 
by Turner’s own hand. The title-page was en- 
graved and altered half-a-dozen times, from his 





i and even nervous attention to the most 
ifli —— Bat this volume was only the 
precursor of an immense series of drawings and 
embracing the topography of pei 
try in the “ River r the “Southern 
Coast”—-the of the Alps, of Italy, and 
great part of Europe—and the ideal creations of 
our greatest poets, from Milton to Scott and Ro- 
gers, all imbued with the brilliancy of a genius 
which seemed to address itself more peculiarly to 
the world at large when it adopted the popular 
form of engraving. These drawings are now 
widely diffused. in England, and form the basis of 
several important collections, such as those of Pet- 
worth, of Mr. Windus, Mr. Fawkes, and Mr, 
Munro. So great is the value of them that 120 
guineas have not unfrequently been paid for a 
small sketch in;water-colors ; and a sketch-book, 
containing chalk-drawings of one of Turner’s river 
tours on the continent, has lately fetched the enor. 
mous sum of 600 guineas. The prices of his 
more finished oil paintings have ranged in the last 
few years from 700 to 1,200 or 1,400 guineas, 
All his works may now be said to have acquired 
triple or quadruple the value originally paid for 
m. Mr. Turner undoubtedly realized a very 
large fortune, and great curiosity will be felt to 
ascertain the posthumous use he has made of it, 
His personal habits were peculiar, and even penv- 
rious, but in all that related to his art he was gen- 
erous to munificence; and we are not without 
hope that his last intentions were for the benefit 
of the nation, and the preservation of his own 
fame. He was never married, he was not known 
to have any relations, and his wants were limited 
to the strictest simplicity. The only ornantents of 
his house in Queen Anne-street were the pictures 
by his own hand, which he had constantly refused 
to with at any price, among which the “ Rise 
and Fall of Carthage” and the “Crossing the 
Brook,” rank among the choicest specimens of his 
finest manner. 

“Mr. Turner seldom took much part in society, 
and only displayed in the closest intimacy the 
shrewdness of his observation and the playfulness 
of his wit. Every where he kept back much of 
what was in him, and while the keenest intelli- 
gence, mingled with a strong tinge .of satire, ani- 
mated his brisk countenance, it seemed to amuse 
him to be but half understood. His nearest social 
ties were those formed in the Royal Academy, of 
which he was by far the oldest member, and to 
whose interests he was most warmly attached. 
He filled at one time the chair of Professor of 
Perspective, but without conspicuous success, and 
that science has since been taught in the Academy 
by means better suited to promote it than a course 
of lectures. In the composition and execution of 
his works, Mr. Turner was jealously sensitive of 
all interference or supervision. He loved to deal 
in the secrets and mysteries of his art, and many 
of his peculiar effects are produced by means 
which it would not be easy to discover or to imt 
tate. 

“We 


that the Society of Arts or the Brit- 
ish Gallery will take an early opportunity of com- 
memorating the genius of this great artist, and of 
reminding the public of the prodigious range of 
his pencil, by forming a general exhibition of his 
principal works, if, indeed, they are pet pene 


nently gathered in a nobler repository. Such aa 
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THE LATE J. W. M. TURNER. 


exhibition will serve far better than any observa- 
tions of ours to demonstrate that it is not by those 
deviations from established rules which arrest the 
most superficial criticism that Mr. Turner’s fame 
or merit are to be estimated. For nearly sixty 
years Mr. Turner contributed largely to the arts 
of this country. He lived long enough to see his 
greatest productions rise to uncontested suprema- 
cy, however imperfectly were understood 
when they first appeared in the earlier years of 
this ; and, though inhi later works and 
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in the dazzling splendor of the imagery with which 
they are wan by mastering every mode of ex- 
pression, combining scientific labor with an air of 
negligent usion, and ing in the end 
works in which color and are but the 
vestments of poetry. Of such minds it may be 
said in the words of Alastor : 

ne ng a wna 

w, where'er 
The red pes 
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moment was des 
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forded 


That Miss Rea 
ment, is rf by the tenor of their 
ence; but prudential motives.induced her after- 
wards to refuse the offer of his hand, and to inti- 
mate a necessity for discontinuing his visits. Stung 
this unexpected termination of his long-cherish- 
expectations, Hackman’s mind became unset- 
tled; on the 7th of April, 1779, he was occupied 
all the morning in reading Blair’s Sermons ; but in 
the evening, as he was walking towards the Ad- 
miralty, he saw Miss Reay in her coach, ac- 
companied by Signora Galli. He followed, and 
discovered that she alighted at Covent-garden 
Theatre, where she went to witness Love in a Vil- 
lage. He returned to his lodgings, armed himself 
with a brace of pistols, went back to the theatre, 
and when the performance was over, as Miss Reay 
was stepping into her coach, he took a pistol in 
each hand, one of which he discharged at her, and 
killed her on the spot, and the other at himself, 
but it did not take effect. He then beat his head 
with the butt of the pistol, to destroy himself, but 
was, after a struggle, secured and carried before 
Sir John Fielding, who committed him to Bride- 
well, and he was shortly after tried at the Old 
Bailey, before the celebrated Justice Blackstone, 
found guilty, and hanged at Tyburn on the 19th 
of the month. 

Basil Montagu was born in 1770, and received 
his education at the Charter House. He was call- 
ed to the English bar by the Society of Gray's 
Inn, the 19th of May, 1798, and soon obtained 
considerable ice as a conveyancer. It was, 
however, by his legal authorship and reporting 
that he became particularly distinguished in the 
profession. His various works and reports on the 
subject, principally of the Law of Bankruptcy, 
were of high estimation and lasting utility. In 
1801, he produced his Summary of the Law of Set 
Off, with an yrs of Cases, argued and de- 
termined in the rts of Law and Equity, in one 
volume, octavo ; in 1804-5, in four volumes, A Di- 
gest of the Bankrupt Laws, with a Collection of 


. | published in 1801, call 
urage- | enough for Murderers. Mr. Basil Montagu, who 


| ed ‘ him into immediate notice 
-and considerable practice ; and, some time after. 


a 
fame 
him 


the Statutes and of the Cases, which reached three 
ions, and brought 


pamphlet on Bankrupts’ Cer- 
in this branch of forensic le wn- 
the appointment of a Com- 
~ Mr. Montagu wrote 
bjects. Among his produc- 
were Thoughts of Divines 
ho, ; tions from Taylor, Hook- 
Biehop Hall, and Bacon. He edited an edi- 
tiomof Lord Bacon’s works, in seventeen volumes, 
Another bent which his mind took, him by 
the side.of Romilly and Mackintosh in the cause 
of Humanity. He had in his nature an abhor- 
rence of depriving any living thing of life, and 
with to his own diet he totally abstained 
from animal food. This led him to bestow his ac- 
tive attention towards putting a stop to capital 
i t. In 1809 he published Opinions of 
ifferent Authors on the Punishment of Death. 
The: work was so well received, that he added a 
a second and third volume to it. In 1811, when 
the im it question occupied Parliament, he 
edited Debates on a Bill for Abolishing the 
Punishment of Death for Stealing in a Dwelling 
House, In 1815 he eee a tract originally 
Hanging not Punishment 


wards, he pri 


had some years ago been made a Queen’s counsel, 
died at Boulogne on the 27th of November, in the 
eighty-second year of his age. 


Rear-Apmirat Henry Gace Morais, entered 
the a at the early age of twelve, and served 
as midshipman throughout the French and Ameri- 
can wars. He was promoted to the rank of liev- 
tenant, _ 2, 17938. He was engaged at the 
capture of the French frigate Sybille, in 1783, and 
at the attack on Martinique, in 1793. He was 
promoted to post rank August 12, 1812, and was 
made rear-admiral in 1847. He died at Beverley, 
24th ult. aged eighty-two. Admiral Morris was 
younger brother of the late Captain Amherst Mor- 
ris, being second son of Colonel Roger Morris, a 
member of the Governor's Council at New-York, 
by Mary, daughter of Frederick Phillipse, of this 
city. This family of Morris is one of great antiqui- 
ty, deriving its descent from Elystan Glodrydd, a 
famed chieftain of Wales in the eleventh century. 

Mr. Sarto. the once celebrated tenor singer, was 
born in London, in 1792. In his early life he was 
page to Queen Caroline, consort of George FV. He 
made his first appearance on the metropolitan 
stage at Drury Lane, the 1st December, 1824, as 
the Seraskier, in the “ Siege of Belgrade,” and he 
soon attained and long preserved a high vocal 
reputation. He died in obscurity, in London, about 
the end of November. 


One of the most distinguished chiefs of the war 
of Greek independence, General Jatrako, is just 
dead at Athens. He was one of the primates of 
Marna; his family, as his name indicates, have for 
many generations back been famous for their heredi- 
tary medical talents, and the tradition exists among 
them that a branch of their family formerly pas 
from Sparta to Italy, translated their name into 
Medici, and gave rise to the celebrated family of 
that name. 
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» Paresswirz, the celebrated founder of hy¢ ropa- 
thy, died at Graefenberg on the 26th of Nov mber, 
at the age of fifty-two. In the ing f that 

Priessnitz was up and stirring at an early 
hour, but complained of the cold, and had wood 
brought ir to make a fire. His friende had 
for some time believed him to be suffering from 
dropsy of the chest, and at their earnest entreaty 
he consented to take a little medicine, exclaiming 
all the while, “It’s of no use!” He would see no 

ician, but remained to the last true to his pro- 


i About four o'clock in the afternoon of , 


the 26th he asked to be carried to bed, and upon 
being laid down he expired! Jn early life he re- 
ceived serious injury in the chest an accident, 
and he used to say himself that his constitution 
was bad; that but his own mode of life 
and his own “cure” would have sustained him. 
It is not known what attempts will be made to 
carry on the establishment at Graefenberg, which 
was in full activity at the moment of his death. 
The most probable conjecture is, that his eldest 

ter and her husband (a re of prop- 
erty) will carry it on, with the aid of some pey- 
sician who bas studied Priessnitz’s method. is 
may succeed to a certain extent, for the place and 
neighborhood are admirably adapted for taking the 
water-cure, and the prestige of Priessnitz’s name, 


as well as the tradition of his practice, will long , 


survive him ; but the attraction which brought pa- 
tients, not only from the neighboring cities, but 
from the remotest parts of the world, is gone. It 
is not exactly known what amount of property 
Priessnitz left, but it is su to be nearly 
£100,000. When it is considered how small, com- 
pared to that gi to other physicians, was the 
remuneration he received from his patients, and 
that thirty years Priessnitz was a 

ant, this ‘altane p air some measure Of his im- 
mense success. 

Grorce Duwsar, the distinguished Professor of 
Greek Literature in the University of Edinburgh, 
died on the 6th of December, at his residence in 
that city. The natural decay attending even an 
otherwise green old age has been for some years 
aggravated by a virulent internal malady, which 
at the commencement of the present season com- 
pelled him to relinquish his academic duties. He 
was born at the village of Caldingham, in Ber- 
wickshire, in 1774. In early life he labored as a 
gardener, but an accidental lameness, which lasted 

t his subsequent life, incapacitated him 
from active bodily entployment. His attention 
was then devoted to literature. He soon became 
a scholar, and in truth airipe and good one, Go- 
ing to Edinburgh, he readily obtained, on proof of 

uirements, a tutorship in the family of Lord 
Provost Fettes. Having Bre shortly after se- 
lected as assistant to Professor Dalziel, he was 
pees on that professor’s death, to the Greek 
ir in the Edinburgh University, in 1805. The 
duties of this responsible position he discharged 
most zealously and ably. The published works 
of Professor Dunbar sre well known. The Col- 
lectanea Minora, the Collectunea Majora, and the 
Greek Grammar, have all had great reputation. 
His chief production—massive in every sense— 
—the main object of his life of learned toil, was 
his Greek Lexicon, which was given to the world 
with his name in 1840. 





Mar. Heyey Lurreett, one of the ornaments of a 


ighty-six. He was the friend and com- 

impari passu, of Jeckyll, Mackintosh, 

effrey, Alvanley, Sydney Sith, and others of 
that brilliant: school, and of which the Misses Ber- 
ry, Rogers, Moore, and but a few others, are still 
left. A of the Times says: “He 
by the playfulness and ele- 

gance of his wit, the appropriateness and felicity 
of illustration, the atten of his remarks, and 
the epigrammatic point of his conversation. Live- 
linees of indy“ ee: in him with good 
and 8 of disposition ; and 

men of his day, he could amuse 


ly 
bitterness and ill-nature.” 


, aged sixty-two. 

Taylor emigrated in the year 1830, being previous- 

well known asa Fi both of the Antiqua- 
rian and of the ical Societies. He had pub- 
lished a work of great care and research while 
resident in his native county, Norfolk, Index Mo- 
nasticus for East Anglia; and had made some 
useful explorations into the fossil remains on the 
coast of Norfolk. In America he wrote for various 
philosophical societies, and published, in 1848, his 
work on the Statistics of Coal, by which alone he 
was much known to the public of this country. 


Tse Royal University of Berlin has lost by 
death since Christmas, Lachmann, Stuhr, Ja- 
cobi, Erman, and Dr. Caartes Tuzopore Franz, 
who died at Breslaw early in January, at the un- 
timely age of forty-five. For eleven Dr. 
Franc occupied the chair of Classical Philology in 
the University of Berlin. He is the author of a 
variety of works: in the first rank of which stand 
his Criticisms on the Greek Tragic Poets, and his 
several collections of Greek and Latin inscriptions 
before unpublished. The London Morning Chron- 
icle remarks that the continent never before lost 
so many great scholars in one year as in 1851. 


Witttram Jacon, F. R. 8. a profound writer on 
science and agriculture, was Se in 1762. His 
work, An IJnguiry into the Precious Metals, has 
been held in high estimation. His other principal 
productions were Considerations on the Price of 
Corn ; Tracts on Corn-Laws ; and a View of Ag- 
riculture in Germany. Mr. Jacob, who was for- 
merly Comptroller of Corn Returns in the Board 
of Trade, deed on the 17th of December, at his 
residence in London, aged eighty-eight. 


Mr. Pavt Barras, died in Paris from wounds 
received in the contests between the people and 
the military, on the second day of the usurpation 
of Louis Napoleon. M. Barras resided in New- 
York about twenty years, and was engaged here 
as a teacher of his native langaage, and as a cor- 
respondent of one of the Parisian journals. He 
was an amiable man, of considerable talents, and 
enthusiastic in his attachment to Republicanism. 
He wrote several articles on American subjects in 
the Revue de Paris, 
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.. ~atters of fashion there have been very few 
since our last publication. We are in 
the midst of the gay season, but its modes, until 
disturbed by the approach of spring, were fixed 
before the holidays, and for the most part have 
already been reported. The Paris journals, we 
may remark, however, dwell much on the unusual 
ascendency of black, in furs, velvets, cloths, and 
other heavy stuffs, for walking and carriage dress- 
es, and on the greater demand than in recent win- 
ters for every species of embroidery. 
In the first of the above figures; representing a 
‘ promenade costume, we have a high dress of rich 
silk; the skirt has plaided tucks woven in the ma- 
terial ; it is long, and very full. Manteau of vel- 
vet, very richly embroidered ; a broad black lace 
is set on round the shoulders in the style of a cape, 
and the cloak is embroidered above'it. Capote of 
white silk, of a very elegant form, with deep bavolet 
orcurtain ; a droop of small feathers on the left side. 
The second figure, or visiting costume, of heavy 





silk, with four flounces, and corres waist- 
coat. The waistcoat now takes a feat es ina 
lady’s toilette, and may be considered a triumph 
of luxury and elegance, reviving every description 
of embroidery, and forcing the jewellers to be con- 
stantly bringing out some novelty in buttons, dc. 
It is made very simple or very richly ornamented ; 
for instance, those of the most simple description 
are made either of black velvet, embroidered with 
braid, and fastened with black jet buttons, or of 
cachemire; and a pretty style, of straw color, 
embroidered in the same colored silk, and closed 
with fancy silk bell buttons, whilst a few may be 
seen in white, quilted and embroidered with oak 
leaves and rose-buds. _The rich style of waistcoat 
being covered with embroideries, and being closed 
up the front with.buttons of brilliants. As a ge- 
neral rule, the waistcoat is made high up the 
throat, round which is a fall of lace, or opens en 
ceur, having a fichu @ plastron of embroidery, 
worn under, e waistcoat has also two pockets. 





